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PAWS Au Ti 


Spoken by Mr. Kixc. 


ACH year how many Engliſh vifit France, 

To learn the language, or to learn to danec! 

Twixt Dover-Cliffs and Calais, in July, 

Obſerve how thick the birds of paſſage iy 

Fair-weather fops in ſwarms, freſh-watcr ſailors, 

Cooks, mantua-makers, milleucts, and tailors ! 

Our bard too made a trip; and, fland'rers ſay, 

Brought home, among ſome more run- goods, a play. 

Here, on this quay, prepar'd t unload his cargo, 

If on the freight you lay not an embargo. 
„What l am I branded for a ſmuggler ?” crics 

Our little Bayes, with anger in his eyes. 

« No. Engliſh poets, Engliſh Merchants made, 

« To the whole world of letters fairly trade : 

« With the rich ſtores of ancient Rome and Greece, 

« Imported duty-free, may fill their piece : 

Or, like Columbus, croſs th' Atlantick ocean, 

« And ſet Peru and Mexico in motion; 

Turn Cherokees and Catabaws to ſhape ; 

Or ſail for wit and humour to the Cape.” 


Is 


PROLOGUE 


Is there a weever here from Spitalfichds ? 
To his award our author fairly yickls. 

The pattern, he allows, is not quite new, 
And he imports the row mater:als two. 
Come whence they will, from Lyons, Genoa, Rome, 
"Tis Englith filk when wrought in Engltt bom. 
Silk ! he recants; and owns, with lowly mind, 
His manufacture is 2 coarfer kind. 

Be it drab, drugget, nmel, dovicy, friefe, 
Rug, or whatever wianter-wear you please, 

So it have leave to rank in any claſs, 


Pronounce it Engliifh Stuff, and let it puſs? 
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Scux, a rem in An 


Enter Molly, frugging with Spatter. 
Alx. 

E quiet, Mr. Spater let me alone! Pray 
now, Sir! It is a ſtrange thing 2 body can't 
go about the houſe without being peftcr's with 
your impertinence. Why fure ! 

Sper. Introduce me to your miſtret, then — come, 
there's a good girl ! and | will traze you no hanger. 
Afolly. Indeed I fha'n't. Introduce you tw my 
lady! for what, pray? 
Spar. Oh! for a thouſand things. To hagh, » 
chat, to take a diſh of tea, to—— 
Aol. Y ou drink tea with ary lady * I houkd not 
have thought of that. Ou what acquammace ? 
By . 
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Spar. The moſt agrecable in the world, child 
a new acquaintance. 

Molly. Indeed you miſtake yourſelf mightily: 
you are not a proper acquaintance for a perſon of 
her quality, I afſur- you, Sir! 

Spart. Why, what quality is ſhe, then? 

Molly. Much too high quality for your acquaint- 
ance, I promiſe you. What! a poct-man ! that 
gte, write, write, write, all day long, ſcribbling a 
pack of nonſenſc for the news- papers You're fit 
for nothing above a chambermaid. 

Sper. That's as much as to ſay, that you think 
me juſt fit for you. Eh, child? 

Me. No, indeed, not I, Sir. Neither my lady 
nor I will have any thing to ſay to you. 

Spar. Your miſtreſs and you both give yourſelves 
a great many airs, my dear. Your poverty, I think, 
might pull down your pride. 

Melly. What does the fellow mean by poverty? 

Sar. I mean that you are ſtarving. 

Melly. Oh, the flanderous monſter ! we "Wn 
ing ! who told you ſo? I'd have you to know, Sir, 
my lady has a very great fortune. 

Sbat. So tis a ſign, by her way of life and ap- 
pearance. | 

Melly. Well; ſhe lives privately, indeed, becauſe 

ſhe 
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ſhe loves retirement ; the goes plain, becauſe the 
hates dreſs; the keeps no table, becautc the s an 
enemy to luxury. In beet, my kady =» as neb as 
a Jew, and you arc an unperancnt concomb. 

Spar. Come, come! I know arvore of your 
Mah. And what do you know of her? 

Sper. Oh, I know what 1 know. 

Ales. Well! f flew ned 

Sper. I know who fhe is, and where he came 

from; I] am very well acquainted with her family, 
fell. How can thas be ? 
Spar. Very eahiiy—l have correſpondence every 
where. As private a5 the may think bertel, ts 
not the rſt time that I have feen os heard of 
Amelia. 

Ah. Ob, gracicus as face 2s Lam aive this 
man will diſcover us. { {part.} Mr. Spaiter, my 
dear Mr. Spatter, if you know any thing, fare you 
would not be fo cruct as to betray us 

Spat. My dear Mir. Spatter © ho! 1 have 
gucſs'd right—there is ſomething then. 

Molly. No, Sir, there is nothing at all; nothing 
that Ggnifics to you or any body clic. 

Spar. Well, well, Tul fay nothing ; bur then you 
mult—— 41.4. 
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AM. What? 

Spar. Come ; kiſs me, huſſy 

Molly. I fay kifs you, indeed 

Spat. And you'll introduce me to your miſtreſs ? 

Aly. Not I, I promiſe you. 

Fpat. Nay, no myſteries between you and me, 
child! Come ; here's the key to all locks, the clue 
to every maze, and the diſcloſer of all ſecrets 
money, child! Here! take this purſe ;z you fee l 
know ſomething ; tell me the reſt, and I have the 
fellow to it in my pocket. 

Molly. Ha, ha, ha! poor Mr. Spatter ! Where 
could you get all this money, I wonder ! Not by 
your poerries, I believe. But what fignifies telling 
you any thing, when you are acquainted with our 
whole hiſtory already. You have 
every where, you know. There, Sir! take up your 
filthy purſe again, and remember that I ſcorn to 
be obliged to any body but my miſtreſs. 
Spar. There's impudence for you ! when to my 
certain knowledge your miſtreſs has not a guinea 
in the world z you lire in continual fear of being 
diſcovered z and you will both be utterly undone 
in a fortnight, unleſs lord Falbridge ſhould prevent 
it, by taking Amelia under his protection. You 
zaderſtand me, child. 

Meth. 
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Afolh. You ſcandalous wreteh | Did you cover 
hear fuch 4. monſter ? | won't ſtay 2 moment loager 
and my miſtreſs, I afure you, Sir. We are in the 
beſt circumſtances in the world ; we have nothing 
to fear; and we don't care a farthang for you. — 
So your ſervant, Mr. Poet ! Exe. 


Spatter alone. 

Your ſervant, Mrs. Pert! © We art in the beft 
« ciccumitances in the world.” Ay, that s a 
much as to fay, they arc in the ume diftrefs. 
« We have nothing to fear.” "That is, they are 
frightened out of their wits. © And we don't care 
« a farthing for you.” Meaning, that they will 
take all the care in their power, that I hall ave find 
them out. But I may be too hard for you ver, 
young gentlewoman ! I have cared but 2 poor 
livelihood by mere fcandal and abuſe; ut # BE 
could once arrive at doing 2 little fubtuarul m- 
chief, I ſhould make my fortune. 


Enter My:. Grodman. 

Oh! your fervant, Mrs. Goodman! Yours is 
the moſt unfociable lodging-houſe in n S 
many ladies, and only one gentleman! amd you 
won't take the leaft notice of him. _. 
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Ars. Good. How fo, Mr. Spatter ? 

Spat. Why, did not you promiſe to introduce 
me to Amclia ? 

Ars. Good. To tell you the plain truth, Mr. 
Spatter, ſhe don't like you. And, indeed, I don't 
know bow it is, but you make yourſelf a great 
many enemies. 

Spar. Yes; I believe I do raife a little envy. 

Ars. Good. Indeed you are miſtaken, Sir. As 
you are a lodger of mine, it makes me quite uneaſy 
to hear what the world ſays of you. How do you 
contrive to make ſo many enemies, Mr. Spatter ? 

Spar. Becauſe I have merit, Mrs. Goodman. 

Ars. Good. May be fo; but nobody will allow 
it but yourſelf. They ſay that you ſet up for a 
wit, indeed ; but that you deal in nothing but 
ſcandal, and think of nothing but miſchief. 

Spar. I do ſpeak ill of the men ſometimes, to 
be ſure ; but then I have a great regard for women 
Provided they are handſome: and that I may 
give you a proof of it, introduce me to Amelia. 

Mrs. Good. You muſt excuſe me; the and you 
would be the worſt company in the world ; for ſhe 
never ſpeaks too well of herſelſ, nor the leaſt ill of 
any body elſe. And then her virtue 

Spat. Pho, pho, ſhe ſpeaks ill of nobody, be- 
cauſe 
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cauſe ſhe knows nobody; and 25 for her views, 
ha, ha! 

Aﬀrs. Good. You don't believe much iz char, 1 
ſuppoſe * 

Spar. | have not over-much fark, Mrs. Good- 
man. Lord Falbridge, perhaps, away give 2 berer 
account of it. 

Ars. Good. Lord Faibridge can foy nothing bur 
what would be extremely to her honour, I fare 
you, Sir. [Spatter langhs.} Welk, well, you may 
hugh, but it is very true. 

Sper. Oh, I don't doubr it; but you don't wi 
the whole truth, Mrs. Goodman. When amv of 
your friends or acquaintance fit far their prctures, 
you draw 2 very flattering likeneſs. All characters 
have their dark fide, and if they have burone ove, 
you give them in profile. Your great friend, Mr. 

Afrs. Good. He is benevolence self, Sir. 

Sper. Yes, and groe irfelf two. I remember 
him theſe many years. He always cancels an ob» 
ligation by the manner of conſcrring it; and does 
you a favour, as if be were going to knock you 
down. 

Ars. Gaod. A truce with your fatire, goud Mr. 


Nr:? 
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Spatter! Mr. Freeport is my beſt friend; I owe 
him every thing ; and I can't endure the flighteſt 
reflection on his character. Beſides, be can have 
given no offence to lady Alton, whatever may be 
the caſe with Amelia. 

Spat. Lady Alton! ſhe is a particular friend of 
mine to be ſure ; but, between you and me, Mrs. 
Goodman, a more ridiculous charater than any 
you have mentioned. A bel efprit forſooth ! and 
as vain of her beauty as learning, without any 
great portion of either. A fourth Grace, and a 
tenth Muſe ! who fancies herſelf enamour'd of lord 
Falbridge, becauſe ſhe would be proud of ſuch a 
congueſt ; and has lately beſtowed ſome marks of 
diſtinction on me, becauſe the thinks it will give 
ber credit among perſons of letters. 

Mrs. Goed. Nay, if you can't ſpare your own 
ſriends, 1 don't wonder at your attacking mine 
and ſo, Sir, your humble ſervant. But, ſtay! 
here's 2 poſt-chaiſe ſtopp'd at our door; and here 
comes a ſervant with a portmanteau! "Tis the 
gentleman for whom my firſt floor was taken, I 
tuppoſe. 

Spar. Very likely: well, you will introduce me 
to him at leait, Mrs. Goodman. 


F nter 
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Enter a ſervant with a portmanteau. Ser Witham 
Douglas following - 

Sir Will. You are Mrs. Goodman, I fappoic, 
madam ? 

Sir Will. Mr. Owen, | believe, has ſecured apart» 
ments here ? 

Aﬀrs. Good. He has, Sir. . 

Sir IV/ill. "They arc for me, madam. Have you 
any other lodgers ? 

Ars. Good. Only that gentleman, Sir; and 2 
young lady—— 

Spar. Of great beauty and virtue. Eb, Mrs. 
Goodman ? 

Ars. Gord. She has both, Sir; but you will ee 
very little of her, for the lives in the mot reticed 
manner in the world. 

Sir Will. Her youth and beauty 200 manter of 
great indifference to me ; for 1 hall be as much a 
recluſe as herſelf. Arc there REWS at percent 
fticring in London ? "on 
— — — 
your apartments. (Exit, follmued by the farvanc. 
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Manent Sir William Douglas, and Spatter ; Sir 
Willam walks up and down, without taking notice 
of Spatter. 

Spar. This muſt be a man of quality by his ill 
manners. I'll ſpeak to him C. [ts Sir William.) 
Will your lordſhip give me leave——— 

Sir Will. Lordſhip! I am no lord, Sir, and muſt 
beg not to be honoured with the name. 

Spar. It is a kind of miſtake, that cannot diſ- 
pleaſe at leaſt. 

Sir Mill. I don't know that. None but a fool 
would be vain of a title, if he had one ; and none 
but an impoſtor would aſſume a title, to which 
he has no right. 

Spar. Oh, you're of the houſe of commons then, 
a member of parliament, and are come up to town 
to attend the ſeſſions, I ſuppoſe, Sir ? 

Sir Mill. No matter what I am, Sir. 

Spar. Nay, no offence, I hope, Sir. All I meant 
was to do you honour. Being concerned in two 
evening-poſts and one morning paper, I was wil- 
ling to know the proper manner of announcing 
your arrival. 

Sir Will. You have connections with the preſs 
then, it ſeems, Sir ? | 

Spat. Yes, Sir; I am an humble retainer to the 

Muſes, 
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Muſes, an author. I compoſe pamphicts on alt 
ſubjects, compile magazines, and do ncww papers 
Sir Dill. Do neww-papers! What do you moan 
by that, Sir ? 
Spar. That is, Sir, I collect the articles of news 
from the other papers and make e oacs for the 
letters from Cato and I'heatricus, and give Ae 
auſwery to ſuppoſed correſpondents. 

Sir Will. A very ingenious 43 well 33 honourable 
employment, I muſt conteſs, Sir. 

Sper. Some little genius te, to be Luce. 
Now, Sir, if I can be of any ug tw you-if you 
have any friend to be praited, or any cnemy is be 
abuſed ; any author to cry up, or munitter w rum 
down ; my pen and talents are cnturcly at NN 
ſervice. | 
Sir IJ. 1 am much obliged to you, Sir, but at 
preſent I have not the Nast occafion for cither. 
lu return for your genteel offers, give me leave to 
trouble you with one picce of advice. When you 


deal in private ſcandal, have 2 care of the cudgel; 
and when you meddle with publick matters, be- 
ware of the pillory 

Spar. How, Sir! are you no friend to literature ? 
Are you an cacmy to the liberty of the preſs ? 
C 


Se 


Vor. I. 
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Sir Will. I have the greateſt reſpect for both ; 
but railing is the diſgrace of letters, and perſonal 
abuſc the ſcandal of freedom : Foul-mouthed cri- 
ticks, are in general diſappointed authors ; and 
they, who are the loudeſt againſt miniſters, only 
mean to be paid for their ſilence. 

Spar. They may be ſometimes, Sir ; but give me 
leave to alk ou 

Sir Will. Do not aſk me at preſent, Sir! I fee a 
particular friend of mine coming this way, and 
I muſt beg you to withdraw. 

Spat. Withdraw, Sir? firſt of allallow me to 

Sir Nu Nay, —_—_ 

Sir William OD 
What a wretch ! as contemptible as miſchievous. 
Our generous maſtiffs fly at men from an inſtiat 
of courage ; but this fcllow's attacks procced 
from an inſtinct of baſeneſs. But here comes the 


faithful Owen, with as many good qualities as 
that execrable fellow ſeems to have bad ones. 


Enter Owen. 
Well, Owen; I am fafe arrived you ſee. 
Owen. Ah, Sir! would to Heaven you were as 
ſafe returned again ! Have a care of betraying 
yourſelf 
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yourſelf to be Sir William Douglas '—Dunng 
your ſtay here, your name is Ford, remember. 

Sir Hill. 1 ſhall take care. But tell me your 
news | What have you done fince your arrival? 
Have you heard any thing of my daughter ? Have 
you ſeen lord Brumpton ? Has be any hope of 
obtaining my pardon ? 

Owen. He bad, Sir. 

Sir Will. And what can have deſtroyed it then? 

Owen. My lord Brumpton is dead, Sir. 

Sir Will. Dead | 

Owen. 1 fow hic within this week in apparcnt 
good beach z be promiſed to exert his whole . 
tereſt: in your favour : By his own appointment 3 
went to wait on him yeſtcrday noon, when I was 
ſtunacd with the news of his having dicd fucienly 
the evening before. 

Sir WAL. My lord Brumpron dead! the only 
friend I had remaining in Eagland ; the only per- 
fon, on whoic intercehon | rebied for my pardon. 
Cruel fortunc ! I have now no hope, but ts find 
my daughter. Tell me, Owen ; have you been 
able to bear any tidings of her ? 

Owen. Aha, Sir, none that are faciafactory. 
On the death of Mr. Andrews, in whoſe care you 
—— ___J_Þ_ 

2 who 
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who ſucceeded to the eſtate, the left the country 
ſome months ago, and has not fence been heard of. 

Sir Will. Unhappy there too! When will the 
meaſure of my misfortuncs be full? When will 
the malice of my fate be ſatisfied ? Proſcribed, 
condemned, attainted, (alas, but too juſtly!) I 
have loſt my rank, my cſtate, my wife, my fon, 
and all my family. One only daughter remains. 
Perhaps a wretched wanderer like myſcif, perhaps 
in the extremeſt indigence, perhaps diſhonoured 
Ha ! that thought diſtrafts me. 

Owen. My dear maſter, have patience ! Do not 
be ingenious to torment yourſelf, but conſult your 
ſafety, and prepare for your departure. 

Sir Mill. No, Owen. Hearing, providentially, 
of the death of my friend Andrews, paternal 
care and tenderneſs drew me hither; and 1 will 
not quit the kingdom till I learn ſomething of my 
child, my dear Amelia, whom I left a tender in- 
; nocent in the arms of the beſt of women rwenty 
| years ago. Her ſex demands protection z and the 
| is now of an age, in which the is more expoſed to 

misfortunes than even in helpleſs infancy. 
| Owen. Be adviſed ; depart, and leave that care 
# to me. Conſider, your life is now at ſtake. 
1 
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Sir Will. My life has been too miſcrable to 
render 
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the complection of the tmc is changed , the very 
name of the party, in which I was unbaggity cx 
gaged, is extinguiſhed, and the wholt nation = 
unanimoutly devoted to the throne. Didoyaity 
and infurrection are now no more, and the fword 
of juſtice is fulfered to fieep. If I can find my 
child, and fand her worthy of me, I will &' with 
her to take refuge in fome forcign country; if 8 
am difcorerce in the fearch, I have till fome hopes 
of mercy. 

Owen. Heaven grant your hopes may be well 
founded ' 

Sr Will Come, Owen ! let us behave at keaft 
with fortitude in our adverfity | Follow me to ay 
apartment, and let us confult what mcafures we 
ſhall take in fearching for Amelia. [ Excunt. 


Scene changes to Ame apartment. 
Ag cad Mol. 


Amelia. Poor Molly | to be teazed with that 
odious fellow, Spatter 
Mel. But, madam, Mr. Spanter fays he is ac- 


C 3 dear 
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dear Molly ; and remember to conceal my miſery 
from him and all the world. I can bear poverty, 
but am not proof againſt inſult and contempt. 

Molly. Ah, my dear miſtreſs, it is to no purpoſe 
to endeavour to hide it from the world. They wilt 
ſee poverty in my looks. As for you, you can 
live upon the air : the greatneſs of your foul feems 
to ſupport you ; but lack-a-day, I ſhall grow thin- 
ner and thinner every day of my life. 

Amelia. I can ſupport my own diſtreſs, but yours 
touches me to the ſoul. Poor Molly ! the labour 
of my hands ſhall feed and clothe you. Here! 
diſpoſe of this embroidery to the beſt advantage 
what was formerly my amuſement, muſt now be- 
come the means of our ſubſiſtence. Let us be 
obliged to nobody, but owe our ſupport to in- 
duſtry and virtue. | 
Molly. You're an angel: Let me kiſs thoſe dear 
hands that have worked this precious embroidery ; 
let me bathe them with my tears ! You're an angel 
upon carth. I had rather ſtarve in your ſervice, 
than live with a princeſs. What can I do to com- 
fort you ? 

Amelia. Thou faithſul creature ! only continue to 
be ſecret: You know my real character ; you 
know I am in the utmoſt diſtreſs: I have opened 


my 
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my heart to you; but you will plant 2 dagger there, 
if you betray me to the world. 

Molly. Ah, my dear miſtreſs, how houkd I be- 
tray you ? I go no where, I converſe with nobody, 
but yourſelf and Mrs. Goodman : Beſides, the 
world is very indiffegent about other peoples” miſe 
fortunes. 

Amelia. The world is indifferent, it is trac ; bur 
it is curious, and takes 2 cruel pleafure in tearing 
open the wounds of the unfortunate. 


Emer Mi. Guodman. 


Mrs. Goodman ! 

Ars. God. Excuſe me, . I rok the 
liberry of waiting on you to rective your com 
mands. "Tis now near three o'clock. You have 
provided nothing for dinner, and have ſcarce taen 
any refreſhment theſe three days. 

Amelia. | have been indifpoled. 

Ars. Grd. 1 am afraid you are more than in- 
difpoſed—Y ou are unhappy—Pardon me ' bur 
cannot help thinking that your forrunc is uncqual 
to your appearance. 

Amelis. Why ſhould you think f ? You acver 
heard me complain of my fortune. 

Ars. Grd. No, but 1 have too much reafor to 
believe it is inferior to your merit. 

C4 Amelia. 
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Amelia. Indeed, you flatter me. 

Ari. God. Come, come z you muſt not indulge 
this melancholy. I have a new lodger, an elderly 
gentleman, juit arrived, who docs me the honour 
to partake of my dinner; and I muſt have your 
company too, He fſcerns to be in trouble as well 
as you. You muſt meet two perſons in aflliftion 
may perhaps become a conſolation to each other. 
Come, let us take ſome care of you ! 
Amelia. Be aſſured, Mrs. Goodman, I am much 
obliged to you for your attention to me but I 
want nothing. 

Ars. Cod. Dear madam ! you fay you want 
nothing, and you are in want of every thing. 

Emter Servant. 


Serv. [to Mrs. Good.) Lady Alton, madam, 
after dinner. : 

Ari. Good. Very well ; my beſt reſpects to her 
ladyſhip, and I ſhall be ready to attend her. 
[Exit Servant.) There, there is one cauſe of your 
uneaſineſs ! Lady Alton's viſit is on your account. 
She thinks you have robbed her of Lord Fal- 
bridge's affections, and that is the occaſion of her 
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Ars. Grid. Ah, my dear Amelia, you dou't 
know your power over his heart. You have mew 
comciled it to virtue. Bur, come | ler me prevact 
on you to come with me to dinner. 

Amelia. You malt excuſe me. 

Ars. Gred. Well, well, then Fl fend you former 
thing to your own apartment. If you have any 
other commands, pray honour me with hem tor 
I would fain oblige you, if | knew how it were in 
my power. 2 


Manens Amelia and Molly. 

Amelia. What an amiable woman | If it had nor 
been for her apparent benevolence and goodnets of 
heart, I hould have left the houſe on Mr. Sput- 
ter's coming to lodge in it. 

Afol. Lady Alon, it feems, recommended 
him as 2 lodger here; fo he can be no friend of 
yours on that account ; for to be fare the owes 
you no good will, on account of my lord Falbrudge. 

Amelia. No more of lord Falbridge, I befeech 
you, Molly. How can you perfiit in mentioning 
him, when you know that, prefuming on my firua- 
tion, he has dared to affront me with difhonour- 
able propoſals ? 

Aol. Ah, madam ! but he forcly repencs it, 
promiſc you, and would give his whole eſtate for 
32 
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an opportunity of ſceing you once more, and get- 
Amelia. No; his ungenerous conduct has thrown 
him as much below me, as my condition had 
placed me beneath him. He imagined he had 2 
right to inſult my diſtreſs ; but I will teach him 
to think it reſpectable. [ 


1 II. 


SCENE, An apartment at Ars. 6 


Enter lady Alton and Spaiter. 
Spar. D U T you won't hear me, madam! 

L. Alt. I have heard too much, Sir. 
This wandering mcognita a woman of virtue! I 
have no paticnce. 

Spat. Mrs. Goodman pretends to be convinced 
of her being a perſon of honour. 

L. Alt. A perſon of honour, and openly receive 
viſits from men ! ſcduce lord Falbridge ! No, no: 
Reſerve this character for your next novel, Mr. 
Spatter ] it is an affront to my underſtanding. I 
begin to ſuſpect you have betrayed me; you have 

gone 
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gone over to the adverſe party, and are in the 
conſpiracy to abuſe me. 

Sper. I, madam! Neither her beauty, nor hey 
in | 

LA. Her beaury ! ber virtur! Why, thou wrench, 
thou grub of literature | whom |, 2 2 parrone's os 
learning and encourager of men of letters, wilkng 
to blow the dead coal of genius, fondly rok ane 
der my protection, do you remember what 1 have 
done for you ? 
L. Alt. Did not 3 draw you out of the garrer, 
the town flics in your cobweb difirruions 
Did not I introduce you t bed Dopperwit, the 
Apollo of the age? And did not you dediert your 
klty volume of Poems on Several Orcatons to hum 
Did not | put you into the bit of my videors, zn4 
order my porter to admit you at dinncr-nme * Di 
not | write the only feene in your execrable luce, 
which the audience vouchfafed an hearing ? And 
did not my female friend, Mrs. Mcipomene, fur- 
twopenny cars? | 

Sper. | acknowledge all vour laiythy's goodners 
to me. I have done every thing in my powerto he 
42 #ﬆ. 
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L. Att. Words, words, Mr. Spatter ! You have 
been witneſs of lord Falbridge's inconſtancy. A 
perfidious man ! falſe as Phaon to Sappho, or 
Jaſon to Medea] You have ſeen him deſert me 


| Spar. Be calm but one moment, madam, and 
. u — 


L. Ale. Bid the ſea be calm, when the winds are 
let looſe upon it. I have reaſon to be enraged. 
I placed you in genteel apartments in this bouſe, 
merely to plant you as a ſpy; and what have you 
done for me ? Have you employed your correſpon- 
dence to any purpoſe ? or diſcovered the real 
character of this infamous woman, this inſolent 
Amelia ? 

Spar. I have taken every poſſihle method to de- 
tet her. I have watched Amelia berſelf like a 
bailiff, or a ducnna; I have overheard private 
converſations 3 have ſounded the landlady ; tam- 
pered with the ſervants; opened letters ; and in- 
tercepted meſſages. 

L. Alt. Good creature | my beſt Spatter! And 
what ? what have you diſcovered ? 

Spar. That Amelia is a native of Scotland ; that 

her 
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ber ſurname Nase is probably not real, but ie 
ſumed ; and that he careftly withes tw conceal 
doth the place of her birth and her famuly. 

LA. And is that alt ? 

Sper. All that I have been able to lam as yer, 
madam. 

L. Alt. Wretch ! of what fervice have you been 
then? Are theſe your boaſted talents When we 
want to unravel an ambiguous character, you have 
made out that the wiſhes to he concealed; and 
when we with to know who the is, you have jult 
diſcovered that the is a native of Scorcknd. 

Spar. And yet, if you will give me leave, ma» 
dam, I think I could convince you that theſe dif- 
coverics, blind and unfatisfactory 25 they may 2 
pear to you at firſt, are of no fmall conſequence. 

L Me. Of what conſequence can they polfibly 
be to me, man ? 

Sper. Fl tell you, madam. It is 2 rule im pow 
liticks, when we diſcover ſomething to ud forme- 
thing more. Something added to fomerhing, makes 
a good deal ; upon this baſis I have formed a fol- 
logiſm. 


LA. What does the pedant mean? A4 

gifm ! 
Sper. Yes, 2 follogifm ; as for cxamole: Any 
pc n 
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p<rion who is 2 native of Scotland, and wiſhes to 
be couccsled, muſt be an enemy to the govern- 
merit. e is 2 native of Scotland, and wiſhes 
to be conccaici. Arge, Amelia is an enemy to 
the governmen:. 

L. A. Excellent! admirable logick ! but I with 
we could prove it to be truth. _. 
Spar. I would not lay a wager of the truth of 
it; but I would fwear it. 

LA. M hat, on a proper occaſion, and in a proper 
place, my good Spatrer ? 
Spar. Willingly ; we muit make uſe of what we 
know, and cven of what we don't know. Truth is 
of a dry and ſimple nature, and ſtands in nced of 
ſome little ornament. A lic, indeed, is infamous ; 
but tion, your ladyſhip, who deals in poetry, 
knows is beautiful. 

L. Alt. But the ſubſtance of your fiction, 
Spatter ? 
Spar. I will lodge an information that the father 
of Amclia is a diſatiected perſon, and has fent her 
to London for treaſonable purpoſes z nay, I can 
upon occaſion even ſuppoſe the father himieclf to 
be in London: In conſcquence of which you will 
probably recover lord Falbridge, and Amelia will 
be committed to priſon. | 


L. Alt. 


THE ENGLISH MERCHANT. 3: 


LA. You have given me new life. I rok you 
for a mere ſtainer of paper; but | have found you 
a Machiavel—I hear ſomchody commg.—Mrs. 
Goodman has undertazen to fend Ani hither. 
Ha! the's here! Away, Spatter, and wait for me 
at my houſe : You muit dinc with me; 2nd after 
dinner, hike tree — 2 8 eur glam 


doms ! with the hcart of Zowus, the pen Min.. 
and the tongue of Therftes. I was fare he woukt 
ſtick at nothing. The writings of authors are pub» 
lick adverufements of their qualtcations; and 
when they profefs to hve upon fandab, t s a 
much as to fay, that they arc ready for every other 
dirty work, in which we chuſe wo employ them. 
But now for Ame If the proves tractable, I may 
forego the uſe of this villain, who abnot makes 
me hate my trizmph, and be aibamed of my 


FEVERYE. 
Enter Amelia. 
Ach. Mrs. Goodman has informed me that your 
hdyſhip bas defired to fre me : | wait your comm 


mands, madam. 
2. . 


32 THE ENGLISH MERCHANT. 


L. Alt. Look you, young woman: I am ſenſible 
how much it is beneath a perſon of my rank, to 
parley with one of your condition. For once, how- 
ever, I am content to wave all ceremony; and if 
you behave as you ought to do, you have nothing 
to fear, child. 

Amelia. [ hope I have never behaved echerwife 
than as I ought to do, madam. 

L. Alt. Yes; you have received the viſits of lord 
Falbridge ; you have endeavoured to eſtrange his 
affections from me: But, if you encourage him in 
his infidelity to me, tremble for the conſequence ! 
Be adviſed, or you are ruined. 

Amelia. 1 am conſcious of no guilt, and know no 
fear, madam. 

L. Alt. Come, come, Mrs. Amelia, this high 
ſtrain is out of character with me. AQ over your 
Clelia, and Clcopatra, and Caſſandra, at a proper 
time; and let me talk in the ſtile of nature and 
common ſenſe to you. You have no lord Fab 
bridge, no weak young nobleman, to impoſe upon 


hither, merely to indulge yourſelf in the crucl 
par of itking 0s oth wept fe 
LU. 

L. . 
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L Mi. You are miſtaken; I came hitherws con» 
cert meaſures for your happinefs, w abit your 
poverty, and relieve your diſtreſs. Leave this 
houſe z leave London ; I will provide you a reve» 
ment in the country, 2nd ſupply all your wants. 
Only renounce all thoughts of hood Falbridge, 
and never let him know the place of your retreat. 

Amelia. Lord Falbridge | what is lord Falbrudge 
to me, madam ? 

L. A. To coovince me you have no commerce 
with him, accept of my propoſals. 

Amelia. No, madam ; the favours which you in- 

tend me, I could not receive without bluſhing. 1 
have no wants but what | can fupply myſeif; no 
diſtreſſes which your ladyſhip can relieve; and þ 
will feek no refuge but in my own virtue. 
L As. Your virtue! Ridiculous! If you ae 
a woman of ine, what is the meaning of all 
this myſtery ? Who are you ? what are you? who 
will rouch for your character ? 

Amelia. It wants no vouchers; nor will I uffer 
myſelf to be arraigned like a criminal, ul I know 
by what authority you take upon you w att as my 

L Mr. Matchlefs confidence | Yeo, yew, in is 
too plain ! I fre you are the very creature 1] wok 
Vet. IL D wow 
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you for; 2 mere adventurer ! Some ſtrolling prin- 
ceſs, that are perhaps more frugal of your favours 
than the reſt of your ſiſterhood, merely to enhance 
the price of them. 

Amelia. Hold, madam ! This opprobrious lan- 
guage is more injurious to your own honour than 
to mine. I fee the violence of your temper, and 
will leave you. But you may one day know that 
my birth is equal to your own my beart is per- 
haps more generous ; and whatever may be my 
fituation, I ſcorn to be dependant on any body; 
much leſs on one, who has ſo mean an opinion of 
me, and who confiders me as her rival. [Ei. 


Lady Alien alone. 

Her rival! Unparalleled infolence! An open 
avowal of her competition with me! Yes; I fee 
Spatter mult be employed. Her rival! 1 hall 
burſt with indignation ! 

Enter Mrs. Goodman. 

L. Alt. Mrs. Goodman ! where is Mr. Spatter ? 
Mrs. God, He went out the moment he teft 
your ladyſhip. But you ſcem diſordered z hall 1 
get you ſome hartſhorn, madam ? 

L. Alt. Some poiſon, Rival ! I ſhall choke with 
rage You ſhall hear from me. You, and your 
Aumcha. 


* 2 T 
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Amelia. You have abuſed me; you have conn 


forget what is duc de ber fex and qualtiey. Ba! 
Mr. Freepor ! 


Enter Hue. 
My bed friend ! welcome to London | When did 
you arrive from Litbon ? 
Free. Bus laſt night. 
Ari. G 1 hope you have had + pleatiat 
voyage ? 
Free. A good trading voyage—l have got me» 


ney, but I have got the fplecn wo. —FHthaxe you 
any news in town ? | 

Aﬀrs. Grad. None at all, Sir. 

Free. So much the better. The ef news, the 
leſs nonſcufe.—But what range lady have you 
had here ? Inet her as 3 was coming up: She 
ruſhed by like a fury, and almoit fwepe me down 
ſtairs again with the wind of ber huop-petncoat. 

Ars. Good. Ah! Jeatuuly | Jeatouly is 2 wort 
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Free. Jealouſy ! Why, ſhe is not jealous of you, 
Mrs. Goodman ? 

Afi. Gad. No; but of a lodger of mine. 

Free. Have you any new lodgers ſince I left you? 

Ars. Good. Two or three, Sir ; the laſt arrived 
but to-day z an elderly gentleman, who will fee 
no company. : 

Free. He's in the right. Three parts in four 
of mankind are knaves or fools; and the fourth 
part live by themſelves But who are your other 

lodgers ? 

Mr:. Cad. An author, and a lady. 

Free. I hate authors. Who is the lady? 

Mrs. Good. She calls herſelf Amelia Walton; 
but 1 believe that name is not her real one. 

Free. Not her real one! Why, ſure ſhe is a wo- 
man of character ? 

Mrs. Good, A woman of character She is an 


Free, Pride and poverty! A ſad compoſition, 
Mrs. Goodman. 

Mri. Cad. No, Sir; her pride is one of her 
greateſt virtues ; It conſiſts in depriving herſelf of 
almoſt all neceſſaries, and concealing it from the 


world, Though every aQtion ſpeaks her to be 2 
| woman 
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woman of birth and education, the lives upon the 
work of her own hands, without murmur or com 
plaint. I make uſe of » thouſrnd Eratagems w 
aſſiſt ber, againſt ber will; I prevaut on her w keep 
the money duc for rent for her ſupport, and fur- 
niſh her with every thing he wants at half us 
prune coſt ; but if the perceives or ſuipects thete 
little artifices, the takes it almost as Ws as if I had 
attempted to defraud her. In hor, Sir, her war 
ſhaken virtue and greatneſs of foul vader min 
fortuncs, make me confider her as @ prodigh, 
and often draw tears of pity and admiration from 
mc. 

Free, Ah! womens' tears lis very near their 
eyes. I nevercried in my life; and yer © can feat 
too; | can admire, | can chteem, but what Ggnifies 
whimpering ? Hark ye, Mrs. Goodman ! This ® 
a very cextracndinary account you gire of this 
young woman ; you have raifed my cunofity, and 
I'll go and fee this lodger of yours; 1 am rather 
out of ſpirits, and it will ferve e amuie me. 
Avi. Gred. Oh, Sir, you can't fee bers the 


neither pays vides nos receives them, but hives un 
the molt retired manner in the work!. 

Free. So much the better. Love reticement as 
well as he. Where are her apartments ? 
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of the ſtaircaſc. 


Free. Ill go and foe ber immediately. 
Ars. Good. Indecd you can't, Sir. It is im- 


poſſiblc. 
Free. Impoſſible l where is the impoſſibility of 
going into a 100m ? Come along 
Ars. Goed. For Heaven's ſake, Mr. Freeport ! 
Free. Paw! I have no time to loſe; I have 
buſincſs half an hour hcuce. 
Ari. Good. But won't it be rather indelicate, 
Sir? Let me prepare her firſt! | 
Free. Prepare her? With all my heart. But 
remember that I am a man of buſiacſs, Mrs. 
Goodman, and have no tune to waſte in ceremony 
Amelid's apartment. 
Amelia at work, and Mah. 
Amelia. No, Polly! If lord Falbridge comes 
again, I am reſolved not to fee him. 
Milly. Indeed, madam, he loves you above all 
the world; 1 am ſure of it ; and I verily believe 
r 
ſay for himſelf, 
Anlia. Speak no more of him. 


Enter 
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Enter Avi. Grodman, 
Mrs. Goodman ! 

Avi. Grued. Pardon me, made!) here i 
pcatleman of my acquaintance — — 22 
give ham keave to ſpeak with you. 

Amelia. A gentiemant who is be ? 

Ari. Gund. His name is Freegent, . 
He has a few penticulantics ; but be the . 
hcancd man in the erl. Fray ict ham come aty 
madam ! 

Amelia. By no means; you hive | reerre wills 


from nobody. 

Exter Fr ocgart. 
Bleſs me ! he's here. "This is very cxrracndinary, 
indeed, Mrs. Goodman. 

Free. Don't difturd yourſelf, young women ; 
don't duiturd yourtelf ! 

Afoly. Mighty free and cafy, methiks ! 
Amelia. Exculc me, vir, | am ave wet wo recerve 
vihts from perſons cuurcly unknown. 

Free. Unknown? There is not » man in alt 
Loudon better known than | am. | am 4 merchans, 
my name i Freeport; Freeport of Crutched-Friuucs: 
cuquire upon Change 

Ae. Mrs. Goodman ' | ucver law the genthe- 
man before. I am turpriſed at his coming dere. 

D4 H. 
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Free. Pho, prithee Ma. Goodman knows me 
well enough. [Afrs. Goodman talks apart with 
Amelia.) Ay! that's right, Mrs. Goodman. Let 
her know who I am, and tell her to make herſclf 
eaſy. 

Mrs. Goed. But the lady does not chuſe we 

Free. Trouble her? I'll give her ao trouble; 1 
came to drink a diſh of tea with you ; let your 
maid get it ready, and we will have it here inſtead 
of your parlour. In the mean time I will talk 
with this lady z I have ſomething to ſay to ber. 

Amelia. If you had any bufineſs, Sir—— 

Free. Buſineſs! I tell you I have very particular 
buſineſs ; fo fit down, and let's have the tea. 
Mrs. Good. You ſhould not have followed me fo 
ſoon, Sir. 

Free. Pho, prithee ! [Exit Mrs. Goodman. 

Mely. This is the oddeſt man I ever faw in my 
life. 

Amelia. Well, Sir, as I fee you arc particular 
acquaintance of Mrs. Goodman—But pray what 
are your commands for me, Sir ? [They fie. 

Free. I tell you what, young woman; Iams 
plain man, and will tell you my mind in an inſtant. 
I am told that you are one of the beſt women in 
the 


the world; very virmous, and very poor; | like 
you for that: But they fay you ao excetiocty 


proud too, now [ don't ke you tor that, matum. 


Ach. Free and cafy mill, | tee. 

Amelia. And yray, Sir, who tokd you ©7 

Free. Mrs. Goodman. | 

Amelia. She has deceived you, Sir not in regard 
to my pride, perhaps, for there is 2 certain nghe 
to poſſeſs; and as to virtue, it is ns more than 
my duty : But as to poverty, I dikckias it; they 
who want nothing, cannot be tu to be pooe. 
Free. It is no fuch thing : You don't peak the 
truth; and that is worſe than being proud. 1 
know very well that you are as poor as Job, thats 
you are in want of common aecclancs, and doa't 
make 2 good meal above once in 4 fortnight. 

Free. Hold your wague, buily | What, ae you 
peoud two ? 

Aﬀolly. Lord, what a range mant 
Free. But however, aul, proud oe not prowl, 
does not Ggnify rwopence. Hack ye, young won 
man, it is 2 rule with me (as © ought ts be with 
every good Chriſtian) w give a trench pact of my 
fortune in charity. In the account of my prutics, 
them 
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there ſtands at preſent the ſum of two thouſand 
pounds on the credit fide of my books ; fo that I 
am two hundred pounds in arrcar. This I look 
upon as a debt due from my fortune to your 
poverty. Yes, your poverty, I ſay, fo never deny 
it. There's a bank-note for two hundred pounds ; 
and now I am out of your debt. Where the deuce 
is this tca, I wonder ? 

Melly. I never faw ſuch a man in my life. 

Amelia. I don't know that I ever was fo tho- 
roughly confounded. [ Apart.}—vir ! [To Froqgers. 

Free. Well ? 

Amelia. This noble action has ſurpriſcd me till 
more than your converſation, but you muſt excuſe 
my refuſal of your kindneſs; for I muſt conſeſa, 
that if I were to accept what you offer, I don't 
know when I ſhould be able to reſtore it. 

Free. Reſtore it ! why, who wants you to reſtore 
it ? I never dreamt of reſtitution. 

Amelia. I ſecl, I fecl your goodacſs to the bottom 
of my ſoul; but you muſt excuſe me. I have no 
occahon for your bounty ; take your note, Sir, and 
beſtow it where it is wanted. 

Ai. Lord, madam ! you are ten times ſtranger 
than the gentleman. I tell you what, Sir; [ts 
Freeport] it does not Ggnify talking; we are in the 


greateſt 
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greateſt diſtreſs in the world, and if it had nos 
been for the kindneſs and good-aature of Mm. 
Goodman, we might have died by this tame. My 
lady has concealed ber dattreſs from every body 
that was williag and bk to reliove ber; you have 
come to the knowledge of it in fpite of her werth ; 
and | hope that you will oblige her, un ipuce of her 
teeth, to accept of your generous offer. 

Amelia. No more, my dear Polly; if you woukd 
not have me dic with ſhame, fay wo more | Return 
kindneſs ; tell hin, I dwrit not accept of in; for 
when a woman rece:ves preſents trum 1 man, the 
workd will always fufpect that the pays for them a 
the expence of her virtue. 

Free. What's that ? what does the Gy, child? 

Afeth. Lord, Sir, 1 hardly know whas he Gs. 
She fays, that Shen 2 gentleman makes 2 young 
Ldy prefents, he i always ſfuppuicd w have 2 du- 
6gn upon her virtue. 

Free. Nonſenſe ! why Gould the fuſpedt me of 
an ungenerous deſign, becauſe I do a generous 
action? | 

Ah. Do you hear, madam ? 

Amelia. Yes, | bear ; | admire bat © muſt pert 
£2 my refuſal; I that (candaluus fellow Spancr 


44 THE ENGLISH MERCHANT. 
were to hear of this, he would ſtick at ſaying no- 

Free, Eh! what's chat? 

Melly. She is afraid you ſhould be taken for ber 
lover, Sir. 

Free. I for your lover! not I. I never ſaw you 
before. I don't love you; fo make no ſcruples 
upon that account ; I like you well enough, but I 
don't love you at all; not at all, I tell you. If 
you have a mind never to ſee my face any more, 
good bye tye! you ſhall never ſee me any more; 
if you like I ſhould come back again, I'll come 
back again. But I loſe time; I have buſineſs ; your 
ſervant! ? { Gong. 

Amelia. Stay, Sir! do not leave me without re- 
cciving the fincereſt acknowledgments of my gra- 
titude and eſteem ; but, above all, teceive your 
note again, and do not put me any longer to the 
bluſh ! 

Free. The woman is a fool ! 


Enter Mrs. Goodman. 
Amelia. Come hither, I beſeech you, Mrs. Good» 


man. 
Vr. Good. Your pleaſure, madam ! 
Amelia. Here | take this note, which that gentle» 
mano 
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man das given me by miſtake ; retuen it wo hin, 8 
charge you! aſſure him of my citcem and adinire- 
tion z but let him know 1 accd ao aflitnnce, and 
cannot accept it. E. 
Manent Fr eepert, Ic. 

Ars. Good. Ah! Mer. Freeport | you have been 

at your old trade. You arc always cadcarounng 
to do good actions in fecret ; but the werb Aways 
finds you out, you fee. 
Ach. Well, 1 don't believe there are we 
ſtranger people in England than my milltrefs, 2nd 
that gentleman ; une to realy to part with money ;, 
and the other fo un illing to receive it. But don't 
believe her, Sir ; for, cen fnends, the is wn 
very great need of afliftﬀznce, 1 aSure you. 

Afri. Good. Indeed | bebteve to. 

Free. Oh, 1 have no doubt ent; TA ll ro 
what, Mrs. Goodman ; keep the now, and fuppiy 
her wants out of it without ber knowledge ; and, 
now I think of it, that way is berter thas Vecher. 
Aolly. 1 never faw fuck 2 frange man in my 
life. { Eme. 
Aﬀrs. Grd. I hall obey your kind commands, 
Sir. Poor foul! my heart bleeds for her; ber 
rirtuc and mizfortuncs touch me to the foul. 

Free. 
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were to hear of this, he would ſtick at ſaying no- 
thing. 

Free. Eh! what's that? 

Melly. She is afraid you ſhould be taken for ber 
lover, Sir. 

Free. 1 for your lover! not I. I never faw you 
before. I don't love you; fo make no fcruples 
upon that account ; I like you well enough, but 1 
don't love you at all; not at all, I tell you. If 
you have a mind never to ſee my face any more, 
good bye tye! you ſhall never ſce me any more ; 
if you like I ſhould come back again, I'll come 
back again. But I loſe time; I have buſineſs; your 
ſervant ! { Gong. 

Amelia. Stay, Sir! do not leave me without re- 
cciving the fincereſt acknowledgments of my gra- 
titude and eſteem ; but, above all, receive your 
note again, and do not put me any longer to the 
bluſh ! 

Fre. The woman is a fool! 


Amelia. Come hither, I beſeech you, Mrs. Good- 
man. 

Mrs. Good. Your pleaſure, madam ! 

Amelia. Here | take this note, which that gentle» 
man 
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min has given me by miſtake ; return it ts him, 1 
charge you aſſure him of my cfitcem and admin» 


tion z but let him know 1 accd no afifhbace, and 
cannot accept it. © Eat. 


Aanent Freeert, oc. 

Ari. Good. Ah! Mr. Freeport | you have been 
at your old trade. You art always endearouring 
to do good actions in fecret ; but the works abways 
nds you out, you fee. 

Aly. Well, 1 don't believe ther ane www 
ſtranger people in Lag than my nete, wud 
that gentleman , une to realy to part with money , 
and the uther fo und ng to recerie M. Bur dont 
believe her, Sir ; for, berween frends, Ge va 
very great need of aflftﬀance, 1 afure you. 

Ars. Good. Indeed | believe ©. 

Free. Oh, I1have no doubs on't;, &@ IE ul won 
what, Mrs. Goodman ; keep the now, and fppiy 
her wants out of it without ber knowledge ;, aa, 
now I think of it, that way is benter than Vocher. 

Aally. 1 never faw fuck 2 frange man ia my 
life. [ Em. 

Ars. Gaod. I thall obey your kind commands, 
Sir. Poor foul! my heart bleeds for her; her 
virtue and misfortunes touch me to the soul. 


Free. 
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Free. I have ſome little feeling for her too ; bat 
the is too proud. A fine face; fine figure; well 
behaved ; well bred; and I dare fay an excellent 
heart !—But ſhe is too proud; tell her fo, d' ye 
| hear? tell her the is tov proud. I ſhall be too 
late for my buſineſs —T'll ſee her again ſoon—lt is 
a pity the is ſo proud. — 


Ac m. 


Scene, a hall. 


YOUNG woman! a native of Scotland 
her name Amelia ! ſuppoſed to be in the 
greateſt diſtreſs, and living in total retirement 
If fortune ſhould for once ſmile upon me, and 
have thrown me into the very ſame houſe ! I don't 
know what to think of it; and yet ſo many un- 
common circumſtances together recall the memory 
of my misfortunes, and awaken all the father ia 
my boſom.— I muſt be ſatisfied. 


Enter Melly, croffung the fare. 

Sir Will. Madam ! will you permit me to ſpeak 
one word to you ? 

Mel. 
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Melly. [coming forward] i you plcate. Whar 
is your plcafure, Sir? 

Sir Ill. | prefume, Madam, you arc the charms» 
ing young woman | heard of 7 

Afolly. 1 have a few charms in the eyes of Dae 
folks, to be ſure, Sir. | 

Sir IVill. And you are 2 native of Scotland, they 
tell me ? 

Molly. Im, at your ſervice, Ar. 

Sir Will. Will you give me leave to aſk the name 
of your family ? Who is your father ? 

Meth. 1 really don't remember my father. 

Sir Fill. Ha! not remember him, do you fay ? 

| [ Earneſthy. 
Afolly. No, Sir; but I have been told that he 


——— 

Sir Will. Who, madam ? 

. One of the mot cminent bakers in 
Aberdeen, Sir. 

Sir Will. Oh, I conceive ! You live, I fuppoie, 
with the young lady I mcant to ſpeak to. I avi 
took you for the lady herſelf. 

Melly. You did me 2 great deal of honour, 1 
aſſure you, Sir. 

Sir Hul But you are acquainted with your 
multreſs's family ? p 

49 
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Afolly. Family, Sir! | 
Sir Will. Ay; who are her parents? 
Maly. She comes of very creditable parents, 


I promiſe you, Sir. 

Sir Will. I don't doubt it ; but who are they ? 
I have particular reaſons for enquiring. 

Aal. Very likely fo ; but I muſt beg to be 
excuſed, Sir. 

Sir Will. Of what age is your miſtreſs? You 
will tell me that at leaſt. 5 


AMolh. Oh, as to her age, ſhe don't care who 
knows that; ſhe is too young to deny her age 
yet a-while. She is about one-and<wenty, 
Sir. 

Sir Will. Preciſcly the age of my Amelia! [apert. 


One-and-twenty, you ſay ? 
Adel. Yer, firs and 1 am chout rwoend- 


twenty z there is no great difference between 
us. 


Sir Will. Chart.] It muſt be ſo; her age, her 
country, her manner of living, all concur to prove 
her mine ; my dear child, whom I left to taſte of 
misfortune from her cradle 
Molly. [apart.) What is he muttering, I won- 
der! I wiſh this one-and-twenty has not turned 
the old genticman's head. 


Sir 


THE ENGLISH MERCHANT. 4s 


Sir Will. Let me beg the favour of you ww con» 
duct me to your miſtreſs : 1 want w ſpeak with 
her. 

Afolly. She will fee no company, Sir ; the is in 
diſpoſed ; the is in great chien t and recewes 
no viſits at all. 

Sir IH. Mine is not 2 viſit of form or cares 
mony, or even impertinent curiofity z but on the 
moſt urgent buſineſs. Tell her I ann her llaw 
countryman. 

Afolly. What ! are you of Scothnd too, Sir 7 

Sir Wilt. lam. Tell ber 1 rake pant in her a 

* 

Ae. There is fomething mighty particular 
about this old gentleman He has not brought 
another two hundred pounds, fare? [hors] 
Well, Sir; face you are © very preflag, face 
you fay you arc our fellow-countryman, if you 
will walk this way, Fil peak w my miſltrefs, and 
fee what I can do for you. 

Sir ilk T1 am obliged to you. [Exit Afih.] 
And now, if I may truſt the forchodings of an 
old fond heart, I am going © throw my un. 
about my daughter. Exe. 


Vor. IL . 4a 
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A. Sir William follows Molly out on one fade, 
Spatter appears on the other. 


Spatter alone. 
There they gol what the deuce can that old 
fellow and Amelia's maid do together ? The flut 
is certainly conducting him to her miſtreſs ! In leſs 
than half an hour I expect that Amelia will be 
apprehended. In the mean time, I muſt be upon 
the watch; for, fince I have laid the information, 
it is high time that I ſhould collect ſome materials 
to ſupport it. Who comes here? Lord Falbridge's 
valet de chambre : His errand is to Amelia, without 
doubt ; ſomething may be learnt there, perhaps. 
Enter La France. 
Ha! Monſieur la France ! your ſervant. 
La. Fr. Serviteur! ver glad to ſee you, mon- 
ſieur Spatter. 
Spat. Well; what brings you here? ch, mon- 
ficur La France ? 
La. Fr. Von lettre, monſficur. 
Spat. A letter to whom ? 
La. Fr. From mi lor to Mademoiſclle Amelie. 
Spar. Oh, you're miſtaken, monſicur ; that letter 
is for lady Alton. | 
La. Fr. Lady Alton! no, ma for! it be for 
Mademoiſellc. 
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Mademoiſellc. I am no miſtake. Te ne me tramge 
pas la defſus. 

Spar. Why, have not you carried feveral letters 
from lord Faibridge to lady Alton ? 

La. Fr. Oh, que ous / but dis be for de young 
hty dat lif here; for Mademoiſelle : Mb lor boy 
ber! me ſ be lov her 6 & foke. | 
Spar. And be loved lady Alton 4 & folic, did 
not he ? 

La. Fr. Oh, que non! he lov ber @ genrady 7 
# tranquilement ; ma foi, he lov her 4 is Frangaiſe. 
But now he lov Mademoiſelle; be no cat, no 
fcep, no ſpeak, but Mademoiſelle ; no tak but of 
Mademoiſelle ; quite an oder ting, monkeur Spat- 
ter, quite an oder ting 

Spar. Well, well; no matter for that; the 
letter is for lady Alton, I promite you. 

La. Fr. 4b! pardennes mui / 

Sper. It is, I afure you; and to convince you 
of it, fee here, monſficur ! Lady Akon has feat 
you five guineas to pay the poſtage. 

La. Fr. Five guinees! me for, 3 believe © was 
miſtake, indeed. 

Sper. Ay, ay; I told you you were miſtaken: 
And after all, if it ſhould not be for her ladyſhup, 
he will encloſe it in another caſe, and fend it to 


Amelia, and nobody will be the wiſer. 
E 2 . 
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La. Fr. Fort bien; ver well; la voila. [give 
the letter.] I have got five guinces ; I don't care. 
Spat. Why ſhould you ? Where's the harm, if 
one woman ſhould receive a letter written to an- 
other? There will be nothing loſt by itz for if 
Amelia don't receive this, ſhe will receive others; 
and letters of this ſort are all alike, you know. 

La. Fr. Begar dat is ver true. Adicu, Sir 
have execute my commilhon : Adieu. O06 
fair bien mes commiſſions, mot / [ Exit. 


Spatter alone. 
See the effects of ſecret-ſervice-money ! Intel- 
ligence muſt be paid for z and the bribing couriers 
is a fair ſtratagem, by all the laws of war. Shall 
I break open this letter z or carry it to lady Alton 
as it is? No Ill read it myſelf, that I may hare 
the credit of communicating the contents. Let 
me fee | [opens the letter and reads.) “ Thou dear 


« eſt, moſt reſpectable, and moſt virtuous of wo- 
„ men !” $0 ! this is % foie, indeed, as monſieur 
Iz France calls it.—“ If any conſideration could 
« add to my remorſe, for the injury I have offered 
« you, it would be the diſcovery of your real 
„ character.“ Ah, ah! * I know who you are. 
« | know you are the daughter of the unhappy 
„ Sir William Douglas.” So, fo! “Judge * 
« 
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« of the cumult of my foul; which is only pre» 
„ ſerved from the horrors of deſpair, by the 
« hopes of rendering ſome ſervice to the farher, 
« which may, perhaps, in fome meaſure atone 
„ for my behaviour ta his roo-juitly offended 
„ daughter. Give me leave, this evening, t fac 
„ for my pardon at your feet, and tw inform you 
* of the meaſures I have taken. In the mean time, 
„ believe me unakerably yours. Falbridge.” 
This is a precious pacquet, indeed. Now # 1 
could diſcover the father too {—tHis briſhip's 
viſit will be too lace in the evening, 1 fancy ; the 
lady will not be at home; but, before fhe goes, 
once more tw my old trade of caven-dropping 
about her apartments! The oid grneleman and the 
haps may be curious. At alt cvencs, badly Alon 
muſt be gratifed. Men of kemners never ger any 
thing of their patrons, but by Gerificing ww their 
lodies. [ Exe. 
Amelid'c apartmont. 
Sir William Dougla: end Amelia djcroerrd fen 
Sir Ill. Every word you ater, touches me ty 
the foul. Nothing but ſuch noble fenciments 
could have ſupported your ſpirit ander fo many 
mifortuncs. 

Amelia, Perhaps it is to my misfortunes that [ 


E 1 owes 
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owe thoſe ſentiments ; had I been brought up in 
eaſe aud luxury, my mind, which has learnt for- 
tirude from diſtreſs, might have been enfcebled 
by proſpere rp. 

Sir Will. Thou moſt amiable of thy fex, I con- 
jure thee to hide nothing from me. You ſay you 
were born at Aberdeen ; you confeſs that you are 
derived from one of thoſe unhappy families, who 
ſuffered theraſclves to be ſo fatally deluded, and 
drawn from their allegiance to the beſt of kings. 
Why, why then, will you not tell me all ? Why 
do you endeavour to conceal your name and 
family ? 
Amelia, My duty to my family obliges me to 
filence, My father's life is forfeited by the fer» 
tence of the law and he owes his exiſtence at 
this hour to flight or ſecrecy. He may be in Ra 
land z he may, for aught I know; be in London; 
and the divulging my name and family might 
create a freſh ſcarch after him, and expoſe him to 
new perils, Your converſation, it is true, has 
inſpired me with reſpect and rendernefs j but yet 
you are a ſtranger to me: 1 have reaſon to fear 
every thing, and one word may undo me. 

Kr Will. Alas! one word may make us both 
happy. Tell me; of what age were you, when 
your cruel fortune ſeparated you from your father ? 

Amelia, 


Amelia. An infor ; fo young, that 3 have not 
the leaſt traces of him in ay memory. 

Sir ll. And your mother ; what became of 
her? 

Amelia. She, 2s | have often heard, was carried 
off by a fever, while ſhe was preparing w embark 
with me, to follow the forruncs of my farker. 
He, driven almoſt to defpair by chis laft ſtroke of 
ill fortune, contivually Gifted his place of - 
dence abroad; but for ſome fears pait, whether 
by his death, the miſcarriage of letters, the m- 
lity of friends, or other accidents, I have not me 
ceived the leaſt intelligence of him; and now I 
almoſt begin to defpair of hearing of him agam, 
tho' I fil perfiſt in my caquiries. 

Sir IH}. (rifong.) It muſt be fo; it is 25 © ima 
gined. All theſe touching circumſtances are me- 
hncholy wimneffes of the meth of =. Yew, my 
child ! I am that unhappy father, whom you loſt © 
early; | am that unfortunate huſband, whom dearth 
and my unhappy fate, almot x: the very Game 
period, divorced from the beſt of wives ; I ay Sor 
William Douglas. 

Amelia. Sir William Dough ' Flave | bred © 
ſce my father? then Heaven has beard my provers' 
This is the firſt happy moment of my vaſorranate 

E 4 life. 
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life, f ombraring, H yet your preſence here fits 
me with apprehenfions 4 1 rremble for your (afery, 
for your life; how duſt you venture your pers 
fon in this kingdom ? how can you expoſe yours 
felf do the danger of difcovery in this town! 
My whole foul is in a rumult of fear and joy. 

e . Do not be alarmed, my Amelia ; fear 
nothing z Heaven begins to mite upon my for 
whe. To find thee fo unexpectedly, to find thee 
with a mind f6 ſuperior ts diftreſs, foftens the 
anguiſh of my paſt life, and gives me happy omens 
of the future, 

Amel, Oh, Sir | by the joy 1 receive from the 
embraces of s father, let me conjure you to pro» 
vide for your ſafety! do not expoſe me to the 
horror of loſing you again; of lofing you for 
ever | Qyit this town immediately 4 every mo» 
ment that you remain in it, de at the anard of 
your lifez I am ready to accompany you to any 
part of the world, 

Sir Will. My dear child ! how I grieve that your 
youth and virtue ſhould be involved in my mis 
fortunes Nes, we will quit this kingdom g pre 
pare for your departure, and we may leave Lon 
don this evening. 


Emer 
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Banter Owen haftily. 


Wa ! Owen! thou n come of « happy moment, 
EET — 
«amiable Ae e 
Owen, Oh, Sir, this is no time for conmgretuia- 
tow, You are in the moſt imminent danger, 
Sir WH. When is the mumner ? 
Own. The offrerrs of gorenment owe x this 
inftant in the howfe, I fow them anrers © kent 
them ſay they bad authority to: apprefiend forme 
ſulpedted perfon, and | ran wmmedoarely to ae 
you of your danger. 
Amelia, O, Heaven | My farter, whar wh 
you d 
Own, Do not be alarmed, firs we ae wee y 
we are armed; and we may peringe be dble 
make our way through them, I will Rand by you 
to the laſt drop of my blood. 
Sir Wl, "Thos faithfol crearare | Seay, Owens 
our fears may berray as; ff we are fare wer are 
attacked, let us ſhew no figns of oppoſition ' 
Enter Moll, . 

Melly. My dexr miſtreſs! we are cuined s we 
are undone for ever. 


444. 
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Amelia. There are officers of juſtice in the houſe; 
I have heard it: tell me, tell me this inſtant, whom 
do they ſeck for ? 

Ally. For you, madam ; for you; they have 
a warrant to apprehend you, they ſay. 

A. But they have no warrant to apprehend 
any body elſe ? 

Ablly. No, madam z nobody elſe ; but I will 
follow you to the end of the world. 

Amelia. My dear Polly, I did not mean you. Retire, 
Sir! [to Sir William.) For beaven's leave me to 
their mercy z they can have no facts againſt me; 
my life has been as innocent as unfortunate, and I 
muſt ſoon be releaſed. 

Sir Will. No, my child ; I will not leave thee. 

Moly. My child? This is Sir William Douglas 
then, as ſure as I am alive 
Sir ill. Beſides, retiving at ſuch a time might 
wiſh to avoid. 

Ally. They will be in the room in a moment; 
I think I hear them upon the ſtairs ; they would 
have been here before me, if Mr. Freeport had not 
come in and ſtopt them. 

Sir Will. Courage, my dear Amelia 

Amelie. Alas, Sir? I have no terrors but for you. 
Owen. 
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Owen. They arc here, Sir. 
44%. Oh, lord ! here they ave, indeed! Iam 


frighted our of my with. 


Enter l. Goodman, F, and Officer. 
Free. A warrant to feize her ? a harmics young 


woman ? it is impodiible. 
Offcer. Pardon me, Sir; if the young lady goes 
by the name of Amelia Waiton, | have a wamane 


Amelia. | am the unhappy object of your ſearch, 
Sir; give me leave to know the ſubſtance of the 
accuſation. 

Officer. 1 cannot tell you particulars, madum ; 
you, and [| am ordered to apprehend vou. 

Ars. Good. But you will accepe of bail, Sir ? 
I will be bound for all 1 am worth i= the 
world. 

Officer. In theſe cafes, madam, bait is noe afual ; 
ant 
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and given by perſons of very large property; and 
known character. 

Free. Well; my property is large enough, and 
my character very well known. My name is 
Freeport. 

Officer. I know you very well, Sir. 

Free. I'll anſwer for her appearance ; I'll be 
bound in a penalty of five hundred pounds, 
a thouſand, two thouſand, or what fum you 
pleaſe. 

Offcer. And will you enter into the recogniſance 
immediately ? 

Free. Wirth all my heart; come along [Going. 
Officer. And are you in earneſt, dir? 
Free. Ay, to be fure. Why not? 

Officer. Becauſe, Sir, I'll venture to ſay there are 
but few people, that place their money on ſuch 
* 

Free. So much the worſe! he who can employ 
it in doing good, places it on the beſt ſecurity, 
and puts it out at the higheſt intereſt in the world. 

[Exit with the Officer. 

Sir Will. 1 can hardly truſt my eyes and cars! 

who is this benevolent gentleman ? 


Art. 
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Ars. Grd. I don't wonder you are furprifed at 
Mr. Freeport's manner of proceeding, Sir + bur 
it is his way. He is not 2 man of compliment ; 
but he does the moſt effential fervice, in la tune 
than others take in making proceſtarions. 

All. Here he is again ; heaven reward ham! 

Re-enter Freegart. 

Free. So] that matter is diſpatched ; now to our 
other affairs] this is 2 dufy day with me. —Lock- 
ye, Sir Willtam, we muſt be brief; there is as 
time to be loſt. 

Sir ill. Hos ! am I berrayed then 7 

Free. Betrayed | no; but you are diſcovered. 

Owen. What ! my matter diſcovered * 

(Offer: ts drew. 

Free. {ts Omen.) Nay, never clap thy hand © 
thy fwrord, old Truity! your maſter is in danger, 
it is true z but nor from me, I promiſe you. Go, 
and get him 2 poſt-chaifſe ; and let him pack of 
this inſtance ; that is the beit way of fhewing your 
attachment to him at prefent —T wenty years, Sir 
William, have not made fo great an alteration un 
you, but I knew you the moment I fow you. 

Mrs. Cad. Harbour no diſtruſt of Mr. Free- 
port, Sir ; he is one of the worthieft men living. 

A. 
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Amelia. I know his worthineſs. His behaviour 
to the officer but this moment, uncommonly 
generous as it appeared, is not the firſt teſtimony 
be has given me to-day, of his noble diſpoſition. 

Free. Noble ! pſhaw ! nonſenſe 

Sir Will. {to Freeport.) Sir; the kind manner in 
which you have been pleaſed to intereſt yourſelf 
in my affairs, has almoſt as much overpowered 
me, as if you had ſurpriſed me with hoſtile 
proceedings. Which way ſhall I thank you for 
your goodneſs to me and my Amelia ? 

Free. Don't thank me at all ; when you are out 
of danger, perhaps I may make a propoſal to you, 
that will not be diſagreeable ; at preſent, think of 
nothing but your eſcape ; for I ſhould not be 
ſurpriſed, if they were very ſhortly to make you 
the ſame compliment they have paid to Amelia : 
and in your caſc, which is really a ſerious one, 
they might not be in the humour to accept of my 

Ars. Good. Mr. Freeport is in the right, Sir; 
every moment of delay is hazardous; let us 
prevail upon you to depart immediately] Amelia 
being wholly innocent, cannot be long detained in 
cuſtody, and as ſoon as ſhe is releaſcd, I will bring 
her to you, wherever you ſhall appoint. 


Free. 
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Free. 
= Ay, ay, you muſt be gone directly, 
= you may want ready money upon — 
— — — 
Fir Will. No, thou trueft friend, — 
of it. —kñk ' ̈ — 
Free. 1 wonderful - 
1444 | 
—— 2 — 
— —— 
_- is the 
come, let us fee you make — 
0 ready tor your 
— ty 
= l 
| — ED L am a man 
—_ bound to be 3 tend to all man- 
know. [ Exemnt. 
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ST 


Scexr, Spatter's apartment. 
Lady Alton with a letter in ber hand, and Spatter. 
Lady Alton. | 
HANKS, my good Spatter, many thanks 
for this precious epiſtle ! more precious at 
preſent than one of Ovid, Pliny, or Cicero. Its 
— — and a ſtate paper; and ferves 
at time to convid her iri i 
— a of conſpiring againſt 
Spar. It is a valuable manuſcript, to be ſure, 
madam : and yet that is but the leaſt half of my 
diſcoverics, face I left your ladyſhip. 
L. Alt. But is not this half, according to the 
Grecian axiom, more than the whole, Mr. Spatter ? 
Spar. When you know the whole, I believe you 
will think not, madam. 
L. Alt. Out with it then i i 
— I am impatient to be 
Spar. By intercepting this letter of lord Fa- 
bridge's, your ladythip ſees that we have diſcovered 
Amelia to be the daughter of Sir William Douglas. 
L. At. 


| 
[ 
; 
q 
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LA. Te. 

Sper. But what would ee madam, f 8 
had found out the father humdeif wo ? 

L Af. Sir William Douglhes ! 

per. Is now in this houſe, matum. 

LA lmpolible ? 

Sper. Nothing more certain. He arrived this 
morning, under 2 feigned name. | f@w hum con- 
dufted to Amelia's apartment. This raiſed my 
ſuſpicion, and | planted myſelf at her door, with 
all the circumfpettion of 2 fpy, and adiirefs of 2 
chambermaid. There I overbeard their mural 
xcknowledgments of cach other; and 2 curious 
interview it was. Firſt they wepe for grief; and 
then they wept for joy; and then they wepe for 
terrupted by the arrival of the officer, whoſe pur- 
poſc was partly defeated, as you have already heard, 
by the intervention of Freeport. 

L Alt. Yes; the brute ! But that delay was nor 
half ſo unfortunate, as your diſcoverics have been 
happy, Spatter; for my revenge ſhall now turn 
on them with redoubled fury. r cut upon 
them once more ; fee what they are about; and be 
fure to give me immediate notice if lord Falbrudge 
ſhould come. (Can 
Vor. II. F Spar. 


66 THE ENGLISH MERCHANT. 


Spar. Stay, madam. After intercepting the 
letter, I ſent for your ladyſhip, that at fo critical 
a juncture, you might be preſent on the ſpot: and 
if you go home again, we ſhall loſe time, which 
perhaps may be precious, in running to and fro. 
Suppoſe you ſtep into the ſtudy, till I return. You 
will find my own anſwer to my laſt pamphlet, and 
the two ſirſt ſheets of the next month's magazine, 
to amuſe you. 

L. Att. Planned like a wiſe general! Do you 
then go, and recoxneitre the enemy, while I lie 
here in ambuſh to reinforce you as ſoon as there 
ſhall be occaſion. Do but give the word, wel 
make a vigorous ſally, put their whole body to 

[Exennt ſeveraly. 


A ball. 


Freeport alone. 

I dont know how it is; but this Amelia here 
runs in my head ſtrangely. Ever ſince I ſaw her, 
I think of nothing elſe. I am not in love with her. 
In love with her ! that's nonſenſe. But I fects 
kind of uncafinefs, à fort of pain that—1 don't 
know what to make of it—T'll peak to her father 
about her. 

| Emer 


4 
, 
1 
. 
t 
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Emer Owen. 

Well, old Truc-penny ! Have you prepared every 
thing for Sir William's departure ? 

Owen. We had need be going, indeed, Sir; we 
are in continual danger while we ſtay here. Who 
Amelia ? 

Free. Who? 
Owen. A perſon who lodges in this very houſe, 
it ſeems : One Mr. Spater, Sir. 

Free. Spatter | how dye know ? 

Owen. 1 had it from one of the officers who 
came to apprehend her. 

Free. A dog! I could find in amy heart © cut 
diſgrace of the pillory. 

Owen. My poor maſter is abways unforrunace. If 
lord Brumpton had hved a week longer, Sur Wilkam 
might perhaps have been out of the reach of their 


malice. 


Free. Lord Brampton ? | 
Owen. Yes, Sir. He was foliciting my maſter's 
pardon ; but died before be had accomplthed his 
benevolent intentions. 
Free. Ha! a thought firikes me. [port] Hark 


F2 v 
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ye, friend, [ts Owen) does Sir William know the 
preſent Lord Brumpton ? 

Owen. No, Sir. The late lord had no children, 
or near relations, living ; and, indeed, he was the 
only ſurviving friend of my poor maſter in the 
kingdom. 

Free. Is the chaiſe at the door ? 

Owen. Not yet, Sir; but I expect it evey 
moment. | | 

Free. Nun to your maſter, and defire him not 
to go till I ſee him. Tell him I am going out upon 
his buſineſs, and will be back within this hour. 

Owen. I will let him know immediately. Ab, 
you're a true friend indeed, Sir. 

{Shating bim eayneflly by the band. 

Free. Pho, prithee ! 

Owen. Ah! Heaven preſerve you Lit. 


Freeport alone. 

Fare thee well, old Honeſty ! By the death of 
lord Brumpton, without children or near relations 
living, as Owen ſays, the title and eſtate come to 
my old friend Jack Brumpton, of Liverpoole; 
who is of a diſtant branch ; a forticth couſin, for 
aught I know; who has paſt his whole life in 2 
counting-houſe ; * a few years ago, 10 


Ss & =, 


THE ENGLISH MERCHANT. 6 


more dreamt of being 2 lord, than grand Ggnur, 
or great mogul. He has fo good » heart, that 3 
believe it is impolſible cen for a tithe to corrupe 
it. I know he is in town; fo FY go © him io 
mediately ; acquaint him with the obliganon n- 
tailed on him, to be of fervice w Sie Wilkam ; 
and make him heir to the benevolence of his pre» 
deceſſor, as well as his wealth and dignaty. [ Gang, 
Hips] Who's here | Mrs. Goodman and Spancr, 
as I live! Oh, the dog! my blood cies at the 
villaza. If 1 don't take care, 1 hall incur an aftion 
of battery for canang the rafcal. 

Enter Abi. Grodman and Spatter. 


Adrs. Good. In hort, Mr. Spater, I muſt beg 
leave to give you warning, and defire that you 
would provide yourſelf with another lodging a5 
ſoon as poſſible. 

Spat. What now ? what the dence is the matter 
with you, Mrs. Goodman ? 

Ars. Good. I fee now the meaning of hady 
Alton's recommendation of ſuch 2 lodger w my 
houſe, as well as of her visits ta Amelia, and her 
frequent conferences with you, Sir. 


e. The woman is certainly out of her 
ſeuſcs. 


- 


F3 Free. 
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Free. What has been laid to your charge is no 
joke, Sir. | 
Spat. What ! are you there to keep up her back- 
hand, Mr. Freeport ? What is all this ? 

Free. You are found out to be a ſpy, Sir. 

Ars. God. A perſon who pries into the ſecrets 
of families, merely to betray them. 

Free. An informer. 

Ars. Good. An caves-dropper. 

Free. A liar. 

Seat. Right-hand and left ! this is too mach: 
what the plague is the matter with you both 

Mrs. Good. Did not you go and tell that Amelia 
was a native of Scotland ? 

Spar. Well; and wherc's the harm of being 
born in Scotland ? . 

Free. None; except by your malicious interpre- 
tation, raſcal; by means of which you made x 
the ground of an information againſt her, and 
were the cauſe of her being apprehended. 

Spat. And you were the cauſe of her being «+ 
leaſed; every man in his way, Mr. Freeport! 

Free. Look you, firrah! you are one of the 
wretches, who miſcall themſelves authors; a ft 
low, whoſe heart, and tongue, and pen, are equally 
ſcandalous; who try to inſinuate yourſelf every 


THE ENGLISH MERCHANT 
-* 


where, to make mi 
' ——ů ——d 
carry like a ſpaniel, — 
— — — — 
—— — — 
— ä 1 
— — — 
„„ — 
— — end! For 
1 tej ce 
Tell me, how docs — ac ard 
— — my Amelia ? — * 
2 few to her relief. — 
— was the terriscd? en 
—— 
I 
——_— —— 
—— of foul; and = 
Wn, for me to do juice - _ 
—— — — 
— 1 have fomerhung — 
nearly, to unpart to her. x 
F4 46.. 
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Ars. Good. I will, my lord. E. 

L. Fal. Oh, Mr. Spatter! I did not fee you. 
What have you got there, Sir ? 

[Secing @ paper in bis hand. 

Spar. Propoſals for a new work, my lord ! May 

I bag ths haneur of. your leodihig'e Ä 

my liſt of ſubſcribers ? 

L. Fal. With all my heart, Sir. I am already 
in your debt on another account. 

[ Pulling out bis parſe. 

Spar. To me, my lord? You do me a great 

deal of honour; I ſhould be very proud to be of 


the leaſt ſervice to your lordſhip. 
L. Fal. You have been of great ſervice to me 


already, Sir. It was you, I find, lodged the in- 
formation againſt this young lady. 
Spar. I did no more than my duty, my lord. 

L. Fal. Yes; you did me a favour, Sir. I con- 
out of the quaſtion. You meant to do Amelia 2 
prejudice, and you have done me a ſervice : fot 
by endeavouring to bring her into diſtreſs, you 
gave me an opportunity of ſhewing my cagerneſs 
to relieve her. There, Sir! there is for the good 
you have done, while you meant to make miſchief. 
[giving bim @ few guineas,) But take this along 
with it ; if you ever preſume to mention the name 
of 
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of Amelia any more, or give youriels the kat 
concern about her, or her affairs, 1 


Sper. I am obliged to your londihip. [ Zawing. 
L. Fail. Be gone, Sir; kave mc. 

Spar. Your mot humbic fervant, my hank — 
So; I am abuſed by crery body; and yer © ger 


money by every body z>—egad, © believe Fama 
much cleverer fellow than I though: | was. . 


Ledi Falbridge alone. 
Alas ! 1 am afraid that Amelia will not fee me. 


What would | not fuffer to repair the adfrom that 
I hare offered her ? 


Enter Mull. 


Ha! Polly! how much am I obliged © you 
for ſending me notice of Ameha's diſtreſs ! 

Aol. Huſh, my lord! Speak lower, for hea. 
ven's fake | My miſtreſs has © often forbad me 
to tell any thing about her, that I wemble Gill a» 
the thoughts of the confidence | have put in you. 
I was bewitched, 1 think, to ket you know who 
ſhe was. 

L. Fal. You were infpired, Polly ; heanen im 
ſpired you to acquaint me with all her diftreffes, 
that I might recommend myſelf ww her frronr 
ag . 
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again, by my zeal to ſerve ber, though againſt 
her will. 


Molly. That was the reaſon I told you ; for elſe 
I am ſure I ſhould dic with grief to give her the 
leaſt uncafineſs. 

L. Fal. But may I hope to ſee Amelia? Will 
ſhe let me ſpeak with her ? 

Molly. No indeed, my lord; ſhe is ſo offended at 
your late behaviour, that ſhe will not evea ſuffer 
us to mention your name to her. 

L. Fal. Death and confuſion ! What a wretch 
have I made myſelf! Go, Polly, go, and let her 
know that I muſt ſpeak with her ; inform ber, that 
I have been active for her welfare ; and have au- 
thority to releaſe her from the information lodged 
againſt her. 

Melb. 1 will let her know your anxiety, my lord; 
but indeed I am afraid ſhe will not fee you. 

L. Fal. She muſt, Polly, ſhe muſt. The agonics 
of my mindare intolerable; tell her, ſhe muſt come, 
if it be but for a moment; or clic, in the bitter- 
neſs of deſpair, I fear I ſhall break into her apart- 
ment, and throw myſclf at her feet. 

All. Lud ! you frighten me out of my wits. 
Have a little patience, and I'll tell my miſtrely 
what a taking you are in. 

| L. Fab 
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L. M Fly, then! 1 can taite uo comfort, un 
I hear her refolution. (En Adoddy. 


Lord Falbridge atone. 


How culpably have I ated towards the mot 
amiable of ber fex * But I will make her every 
reparation in my power. The warmth and fGace- 
rity of my repentance hall ort torgrrvenets from 
her. By heaven, the comes !—Death ! bow fend 
bly docs an vagenerous aftion abaſe ww? 3 am 
conſcious of the ſuperiority of her vicue, and 
almoſt dread the encounter. 


Enter fmelic, 


Amelia. 1 wnderftand, my hood, that by your 
application I am bel free of the charge kud agauntt 
me ; and that | am once more canrely at hberry. 
I am truly icnsble of your good offices, and thank 
you for the trouble you have taken. © Gang. 

L. Fail. Stay, madam | do not kave ae in fill 
greater diftrattion than you found me. If ay 
zeal to ſerve you has bad any weight with you, it 
GStions towards me. 

Amelia. You muſt pardon me, my hood, 1 
—— 
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that, all your proccedings alarm me : Nay, even 
your preſent zeal to ſerve me creates new ſuſpi- 
cions, while I cannot but be doubtful of the mo- 
tives from which it proceeds. 

L. Fal. Crucl Amelia! for, guilty as I am, 1 
muſt complain, ſince it was your own difhdence 
that was in part the occaſion of my crime. Why 
did you conceal your rank and condition from me ? 
ter of the unhappy Sir William Douglas? | 

Amelia. Who told you that I was fo, my lord ? 

L. Fal. Nay, do not deny it now: it is in vain 
to attempt to conceal it any longer; it was the 
main purport of my letter to apprize you of my 
knowledge of it. 

Amelia. Your letter, my lord ! 

L. Fa. Yes; wild as it was, it was the oS 
ſpring of compunction and remorſe; and if it 
conveyed the dictates of my foul, it ſpoke me the 
trueſt of penitents. You did not diſdain to read 
it, ſure ! 

Amelia. Indeed, my lord, I never received any 
letter from you. 

L. Fal. Not received any! I fent it this very 
morning. My own ſervant was the meſſenger. 
What can this mean? Has he betrayed me ?—At 


preſent, 
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preſent, fufſer me wo compentate, 43 127 4» Ab 
for the wrongs | have done you: Recewe my had 
and heart, and let an honouradic u e 
the very idea of my paſt conduct. 

Amdilia. No, my lood ; you have diftovered me, 
it is erue: 1 am the daughter of Siv Wilkes 
Douglas. Judge for youriclf then ; and think how 
1 ought to look upon 2 man, who has intuled my 
diſt cis, and endcavourcy to tempt nc % dithonour 
my famaly. 

L. Fail. Your juſtice muſt acquit me of the 
intention of that offence, face at that time | was 
ignorant of your illuſtrious cxtraction. 

Amelia. It may be fo; yet your excuſe is but an 
aggravation of the crime. You imagined me, per- 
haps, to be of as low and mcan an origin, as you 
thought me poor and unhappy. You ſuppoſed that 
I had no title to any dowry but my honour, no de- 
peudance but on my virtuc; and yet you attemped 
to rob me of that virtue, which was the only jewel 
that could raiſe the meannets of my birth, or fup- 
port me under my mukortuncs ; which, inficad of 
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more lovely in my eyes, and makes thee, if poſ- 
Gble, dearer to me than ever. Nothing but our 
union can ever make me happy. 

Amelia. Such an union muſt not, cannot be. 

L. Fal. Why ? what ſhould forbid it? *- 

Amelia. My father. 

L. Fal. Your father! where is he? In whatever 
part of the world he now refides, I will convey you 
to him, and he ſhall ratify our happincſs. 

Enter Aly, bafti. 

Melb. Oh lord, madam ! here's the angry lady 
coming again; ſhe that made ſuch a racket this 
morning. 

Amelia. Lady Alton? 

Aolh. Yes, madam. 

L. Fol. Lady Alton! Confukon! Stay, madam. 

[To Amelia, who is going. 
Amelia. No, my lord; I have endured one af- 
front from her already to-day ; why ſhould I e- 
poſe myſelf to a ſecond ? Her ladyſhip, you know, 
has a prior claim to your attention. [Exit. 

L. Fal. Diſtraction ! I had a thouſand things to 
ſay to her. —Go, my dear Polly, follow my Amelia! 
Plead carneſtly in my behalf; urge all the ten- 
dereſt things that fancy can ſuggeſt, and return to 
me as ſoon as lady Alton is departed ! 


Meth. 


Afealh. 1 will, my lod. Olud ! here he is, as 
I am alive! | . 
LAM een 
this fury! 1 hall run wild. | 


Enter lady Altin. 

LA. You may well turn away from me; ot 
length, I have full convidtion of your bafenes. 1 
am now aſſured of my own fhame, and your falic- 
hood. Perfiidious monſter f 

L. Fol. It is uajuit to tax me with perfidy, 
madam. I have rather acted with too much Gace- 
rity. I long ago frankly decked i you the war 
impoſſibility of our reconculizc.on. 

LA. What! after having made your adireies 
to me? After having fworn the mot invickbie 
aﬀeQtion for me ? Oh, thou zrch deceiver ! 

L. Fail. I never deceived you : when I profefied 
2 paſſion, I really cntertained one ; when © maxie 
my addrefies to you, 1 withed tw call you my 
wiſe. 

L. Alt. And what can you allege in excuſe 
of your falſhood ? Have you not been guilty of 
the blackeſt perjury ? 

L. Fal. The change of my ſentiments needs no 
excuſe from me, madam ; you were yourſelf 
occafion 
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occaſion of it—In ſpite of the torrent of faſhion, 
and the practice of too many others of my rank 
in life, I have a reliſh for domeſtick happimeſe ; 
and have always wiſhed for a wife, who might 
render my home a delightful refuge from the cares 
and buſtle of the world abroad. Theſe were my 
views with you but, thank heaven, your out- 
rageous temper happily betrayed itſclf in good 
time, and convinced me that my fole aim in 
marriage would be fruſtrated : for I could neither 
have been happy myſclf, nor have made you fo. 

L. Alt. Paltry evaſion! You have abandoned 
me for your Amelia; you have meanly quitted a 
perſon of letters, a woman of rank and condition, 
for an illiterate vagabond, a needy adventurer. 

L. Fal. The perſon you mention, madam, is, 
indeed, the oppoſite of yourſelf ; ſhe is all meck- 
neſs, grace, and virtue. 

L. Alt. Provoking traitor ! You urge me paſt all 
ſuferance. I meant to expoſtulate, but you oblige 
me to invetive. But, have a care! You arc not 
ſo ſecure as you ſuppoſe yourſelf; and I may 
revenge myſelſ ſooner than you imagine. 

L. Fal. 1 am aware of your vindictive diſpoſition, 
madam; for I know that you are more cnvious 
than jealous, and rather violent than tender; but 
the 


the preſent object of my affections thall be placed 
oe your reicnement, and challenge yous retpect. 
L. At. Away, fond man! 1 know that object 
of your affections denter than yourielf; | know 
who the is; I know who the firager is that an 
rived for her this morning ; | know alt : men avce 
powerful than yourſelf thall be apprited of the 
whole immediately; and within thete two hours, 
nay, within this hour, you thall ice the unworthy 
object, for which you bare flighted me, with all 
that is dear to her and you, wen away from you 
L. Fol. Ha! how's this? Stay, madam | Ex- 
plain yourſelf ! But one word ; do but hear me! 

L Alt. No; 1 difdain ts hear you: 1 form al 
ciplanation. | have difcovered the cuntcmpadic 
cauſe of your inconſtancy, and know you w be 
mcan, baſe, falſe, treacherous, and periidions. 
You have forfcucd my tendernefs, and be affured 
you thall feel the effects of my revenge. [Sai 
L. Fail. What docs the mean? The fraager 
that arrived to-day )— That arrived for my Ame- 
kia \—Serc it cannct be. [Panfing.] bs it podible 
that ———{ Re-eneer Ae. ths, Polly | capiucn 
theſe riddles to me. Lady Alon threatens me 4 
Ge threatens my Amelia : does fie haow wy 
Vor. IL G TY 
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thing ? Her fury will tranſport her to every extra» 
vagance ! How dreadful is jealouſy in a woman | 

Aal. Ay, it is a dreadful thing, indeed, my 
lord. Well! heaven ſend me always to be in 
love, and never to be jealous ! 

L. Fal. But ſhe talked of tearing Amelia from me 
perforce—And then, ſome ſtranger—She threatens 
lim too: what is it ſhe means? 

3 


Ah. We are ruined for ever: ſhe means Sir 


William Douglas ! 
L. Fal. The father of my Amelia ! Is he here? 
Molly. Yes, my lord; I was bound to fecrecy: 
but I can't help telling you the whole truth, be- 


cauſe I am ſure you will do all in your power u 


be of ſervice to us. 
L. Fal. You know my whole foul, Polly: this 
outrageous woman's malice ſhall be defeated. 
Molly. Heaven ſend it may 
L. Fal. Be affured, it ſhall : do not alarm your 
miſtreſs ; I fly to ſerve her, and will return as ſoon 
as poſſible. 
Aal. I ſhall be miſerable till we fee you again, 


lord. 
* L. Fa. 


heaven * thats a the 

G28 Gian a - . 
cnable me to repair the affront | have offered 
injured victue, and let me relieve the wnhagyy 
from there duftredies ! { Excunt (ever uy. 


A C T V. 


SCENE cm. 


Lira Falbridge and Afeily necting. 
41.4ʃ⁰. H. my bad! 1 am ghd to fie you 
CRY: 


L. Fai. Where is your miſtreſs ? eager 'y. 
—— 
—2—ů— — 

— No, my lord. Officers! You 


frighten me. I was in hopes, by fecing your hoods 


ſhip fo ſoon again, that there were ſome good acws 
for us. 
£E. Fal. Never was any thing @ — 
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The noble perſons, to whom I meant to make ap- 
plication, were out of town; nor could by any 
means be ſeen or ſpoken with, till to-morrow 
morning: And to add to my diſtraction, I learnt 
that a new information had been made, and 3 new 
warrant iſſued, to apprehend Sir William Douglas 
and Amelia. 

Molly. Oh dear ! what can we do then? 

L. Fal. Do! I ſhall run mad. Go, my dear 
Polly, go to your miſtreſs and Sir William, and 
inform them of their danger. Every moment 
is precious ; but perhaps they may yet have time 
to eſcape. 

Mely. I will, my lord! [going. 

L. Fal. Stay! [ Molly returns.) My chariot is at 
the door ; tell them, not to wait for any other 
carriage, but to get into that, and drive away im- 
mediately. 

Ally. I will, my lord. Oh dear! I never was 
ſo terrified in all my life. U. 


Lord Falbridge alane. 


If I can but fave them now, we may gain time 
ſor mediation. Ha! what noiſc ? Are the officers 
coming? Who's here? 


Eucr 


Enter La Frome. 
La Fr. Mi lor, Moni. le duc dow 

L. Fal. Simrah ! villain ! you have been the 
occahon of all this miſchief. By your carciefſnets, 
or treachery, lady Alton has atercepted ay lower 
io Amecha. 
La Fr. Lidy Altdn? 
L. Fal. Yes, dog; did not 1 fend you here this 
morning with a leer? 

La Fr. Oui, mi lor. 
L Fal. And dit you bring it here, rafeal 7 
La Fr. Oui, mi lor. 
£. Fal. No, frab. You did not bring ©; the 
lady never received any letter from me x; the wid 
me fo herſelf. Whom di4 you gire ® ow? fs 
France beate] Speak, firm; or FY frake your 


foul out of your body. That ag arm. 


£. Fail. Who, rice? 

La Fr. Monkheur Spaner. 

L. Fail. Mr. Spaner ? 

Ls Fr. Oui, mi lor ; be promis wo giv it Mo 

demoiſelle Amehe, vid hs own hand. . 
L. Fal. 1 fhall foon know the truth of thas, Sin, 

for vonder is Mr. Spamer bimfelf: run, and mil 

kim I defire to ſpeak with him ! 

G3 £4 Fe. 
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LF. Oui, mi lor. Ma foi, 1 vas very near keth ; 
I never was in mace 2 is ell ny Be, 


[Eazt. 
Lord Falbridge alone. 

My letters falling into the hands of that fellow 
accounts for every thing. The contents inſtructed 
bim concerning Amelia, What a wretch I am! 
Deſtined every way to be of prejudice to that vir · 
tue, which I am bound to adore. 


Re-enter Ls France with Spatter. 
Seat. Monſficur La France tells me that your 
lardſhip defires to ſpeak with me ; what arc your 


commands, my lord ? [Perthy. 
L M The caſy impudence of the raſcal puts 

me out of all paticnce. 185 
Spar. My lord ! 


L. Fal. The laſt time I ſaw you, Sir, you were 
rewarded for the good you had done; you muſt 
expect now to be chaſtiſed for your miſchief. 
Spat. Miſchicf, my lord ? 

L. Fal. Yes, Sir; where is that letter of mine, 


which La France tells me he gave you to deliver 
to a young lady of this houſe ? 

Set. Oh, the devil ! [apert.} Letter, my lord ? 

[ Hefates, 

L. Fa. 


THE ENGLISH MERCHANT. &+ 


LN Yes, letter, Sir; 28228285 
him, La France ? 

La Fr. Oui, milor! 

Spat. Yen comms, yet, my handy 3 had the 
letter of monkeur La France, to be face, my hood; 
dur —dut—— 

L. Fail. But what, fGrrab ? Gize me the kmer 
immediately ; and if I find that the feal has been 
broken, I will break every bone in your fron. 

Sper. For Heaven's fake, my hood! [fankiag a 
4 pectets.) I—I—I— have net got the letter about 
me at preſent, my lord ; buc if you: will give me 
leave to ſtep to my apartment, FY bring © you.” 
wnmediately. ( Offering = go. 

L. Fai. [Stepping him.) No, no; that will ace 
do, Sir z you ſhall nor ir, I promiſe you. Look 
you, raſcal! tell me what is become of my lener, 
or I will be the death of you ches initant. Droweng. 

Spar. [ inceling.) Put up your fword, my had; 
put up your fwerd; and I will tell you every thing 
in the world ; indeed, I will. 

L. Fail. Well, Sir; be quick then! 

[ Puttumg up 3% was 4. 

Sat. Lady Alom —— 


L Fai. Lady Alon! I thought fo; go on, Sis. 
Sat. Lady Alon, -— D— ww N- 
4 cure 
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cure her all the intelligence in my power, con- 
and Amelia. 
L. Fal. Well, Sir; what then? 
Spar. A little patience, I entreat your lordſhip. 
Accordingly, to oblige her ladyſhip—one muſt 
oblige the ladies, you know, my lord—I did keep 
a pretty ſharp lapk-out, I muſt confeſs : And this 
morning, meeting monſicur La France, with a let- 
ter from your lordſhip in bis charge, I very readily 
gave him five guincas of her ladyſhip's bounty- 
money, to put it into my hands. | 
La Fr. Oh diable ! me voila perds / All. 
L. Fal. How ! bribe, raſcal? [T7 La France. 
La Fr. , mi bor ! {On bis bnees. 
Sper. At the ſame price for every letter, he 
would have fold a Whole mail, my lord. 

La Fr. Hen pitii de moi ! [| Holding up bis bands. 

L. Fal. Betray the confidence I repoſed in you? 
Spar. He offered me the letter of his own ac- 
cord, my lord. 

La Fr. No ſuch ting, ex verith, mi lor ! 

Spar. Very true, I can afſure your lordſhip. 
L. Fal. Well, well; I ſhall chaſtiſe him at my 
leiſure. At preſeat, Sir, do you return me my 


letter. 
Ser. 
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Spar. II bave it not about me, my lord. 

L. Fat. Where is it, raſcal? well me this initzas, 
— 

La Fr. „ 

L. Fal [To Spatter.} What! has So got in? 
ſpeak, firrab ! 

Spar. She has, indeed, my lord. 

L. Fai. Are not you a couple of villans 
La Fr. Oui, mi lor. 
e 
L. Fal. (To Spatter.) But hold, Sir! a word 
more with you ! As you fcem to be hdy Akon's 
chief agent, I muſt defire forme farther informa» 
non from you. 

Spat. Any thing in my power, my loo. 
L. Fai. 1 can account for her knowledge of 
Amelia, by means of my letter : But how did the 
&ſcover Sir Wilkam Douglas? 
Spar. I told her, my lord. | 
L. Fal. But how did you difcover him yourſelf ? 
L. Fal. By lificning ? 

Spar. Yes, by liſtening, my loed! Let me but 


once be about a houſe, and Fl cngage tw clear it, 
kke a ventilator, my lord. There is not 2 door 
o 2 finglc apartment in this houſe, but 3 have 
plunted my ear at the keyhole. | 


Z. Fab. 
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L. Fel. And were theſe the means by which 

you procured your intelligence ? 

Spar. Yes, my lord. 

L. Fal. Impoſſible. 

Spar. Oh dear] nothing ſo eaſy ; this is nothing 

at all, my lord! I have given an account of the 

plays in our journal, for three months together, 

and I have collected the debates of a whole ſeſton, 

for the magazine, only by attending in the lobby. 
L. Fal. Precious raſcal ! Ha! who comes here? 

lady Alton herſelf again, as I live ! 

Spat. [Apart.] The devil ſhe is! I with I was 

out of the houſe. 


Enter Lady Alton. 


L. Ale. What! till here, my lord? ſtill witneſſing 
to your own ſhame, and the juſtice of my reſent- 
ment ? 

L. Fal. Yes, I am till here, madam ; and forry 
to be made a witneſs of your crucly and mcan- 
neſs; of your deſcending to arts, fo much beneath 
2 and practices, fo unworthy of your 
L. Alt. You talk in riddles, my lord ! 

L. Fal. This gentleman ſhall explain them. 
Here, madam ! here is the engine of your malice, 
the 
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the inftrument of your vengeance, your prime: 
miniſter, Mr. Sparter. 

L. Afr. What have I to do with Mr. Spaner? 

L. Fal. To do miſchicf; w intercept kmers, 
aud break them open ; to overhear privace conver» 
{ations, and berray chem; W 

LA. Have you hid any thing of this Lind © 
my charge, Sir? r.. 

Her. Ide been obliged to fpeak the wu, 

L. A. The truth ! thou farther of fes, did cover 
any truth proceed from thee ? What * is his bod 
ſhip your new patron ! A fit Maxcenas for then, 
thou ſcandal to the belles lertres / 

LN Your rage at this deteGtion is but 2 fret 
conviction of your guilt. 

L. A. Do not triumph, monſter? you halt 
fil feel the faperiority I have over you. The ob- 
ject of your withes is no longer under your protec- 
ton ; the officers of the government entered the 
houſe at the fame time with myſelf, with 2 ware 
rant to ſeize both Amelia and her father. 

L. Fail. Confufion! Arc not they gone them 7 


La France ! villain, run, and bring me word ! 
La Fr. | go, mi lor! [ Exe. 
L. A. Do not flatter yourſelf with any hopes; 

fey 
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they have not eſcaped ; here they are, ſecured in 
proper hands. 

L. Fal. Death and diſtraction ] now I am com- 
pletely miſerable. 


Emer Sir William Douglas, Amelia, Owen, and 
Officers. 

L. Alt. Yes, your miſery is complete indeed; 
and ſo ſhall be my revenge. Oh ! your ſervant, 
madam ! [turning to Amelia) You now ſee to what 
2 condition your pride and obſtinacy have reduced 
you. Did not I bid you tremble at the conſe- 
quences ? ; 

Amelia. It was here alone that I was vulnerable. 
[holding ber father's hand.] Oh, madam, Lr 
ts lady Alton] by the virtues that ſhould adorn 
your rank, by the tenderneſs of your fex, I conu 
you, pity my diſtreſs ! do but releaſe my father; 
and there are no conceſſions, however humiliating, 
which you may not cxact from me. 

L. Alt. Thoſe conceſſions now come too late, 
madam. If I were even inclined to relieve you, 


at preſent, it is not in my power. [haughtily.] Lord 


Falbridge perhaps may have more intereſt. 
(With fan. 
L. Fal. Cruel, inſulting woman ! [to lady Alter.) 
| Do 


o 


Do not alarm yourſelf, my Ametia! Do net be 
concerned, Sir | [t Sir William.) Your encmics 
ll hill be diſappointed. Altho' ignorﬀunte of your 
arrival, I have fos forme time pail cxencd all my 
incereſt in your favour, and by the mediation of 
thoſe itil more powerful, | do not defpair of ſuc- 
cels. Your caſe is truly a compallionate one; and 
in that breaſt, from which alone mercy can pro» 
ceed, thank heaven, there is the greacelt reafom 
to expect it. 

Sir Will. 1 am obliged to you for your concern, 
Sir. 

L. Fai. Oh, 1 owe you all this, and much more. 


| But this is no time to ſpeak of my offences, os 


repentance. | 
L. A. "This is mere willing. I thought 
[T2 the Offfecy. 
Officer. Y our reprooſ is too juſt, madum. | antend 
you, Sir. [To Sir Wilkam. 


L. Fal. Hold! Let me prevail on you, Sir, [ts 
the offer} to ſuſſer them to remain here wil ww 
norrow morning. I will anfwer for the conſe» 
Quences. 

Officer. Pardon me, my lord | we ſhould be happy 
0 oblige you; but we mult diſcharge the dury of 
our dc e. 


LX 
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L. Fal. Diſtrattion ! 

Sir Will. Come then ! we follow you, Sir ! Be 
comforted, my Amelia ! for my fake, be comfort- 
ed! Wretched as I am, your anxiety ſhocks me 
more than my own misfortunes. 

[4s they are going out, enter Freegert. 

Free. Heyday what now! the officers here 
again ! I thought we had fatisfed you this morn» 
ing. What is the meaning of all this ? 

Officer. This will inform you, Sir. . 

[giving the warrant. 

Free. How's this? Let me fee! [reading.)} This 
is to require you——um, um—the bedics of William 
Ford and Amelia Walten—um, um—ſuſpetted per- 
fons—um, um—Well, well! I fee what this is: 
but you will accept of bail, Sir ! 

Officer. No, Sir ; this caſe is not bailable, and we 

Sir Will. Thou good man ! I ſhall ever retain the 
moſt lively ſenſe of your behaviour ; but your kind 
endeavours to preſerve the poor remainder of my 
proſcribed lite are in vain. We muſt ſubmit © 
our deſtiny. | LU gains. 

Free. Hold, hold ! one word, I beſcech you, 
Sir ! [to the officer] a minute or two will make no 
difference. Bail then, it ſeems, will not do, Sir ? 
Officer. 
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Officer. No, Sir. | 

Free. Well, well ; then 1 have fomething here 
that will, perhaps. L 

L. Fal. How | 


LA. What docs be mean ? 

Free. No, it is not there—lt is in Fecher pocket, 
I believe. Here, Sir Wilam! [prodcig © 
parchment.) Aſk the gentlemen, if ther will act do. 
at firſt of all, rad it yourſelf, and let us hear 
how you like the contents. 

Sir Will. What do | fee | [opening and perufing it] 
My pardon the full and free pardon of my of- 
fences ! Oh, heaven ! and is it ts you then,to you, 
Sir, that I owe all this 7— Thus, thus let me Ghew 
my gratitude to my bencfactor ' 
{ Falling at bus feet. 

Free. Get up, get up, Sic William ! Thank hea- 
ven, and the moſt gracious of monarchs. You have 
rery little obligation to me, | promite you. 
Amelia. My father reſtored ! Then | am the ba- 
pick of women. 

L Fal. A pardon! I am tranſponed. 

L Alt. How's this ? 2 pardon ! 
Free. Under the great feat, madam. 

L. Ale. Confufon | what! am 1 baited at aft, 
then Am I diſappointed even of my revenge /— 

Thou 
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Thou officious fool! [to Freeport.) May theſe 
wretches prove as great a torment to you, as they 
have been to me ! As for thee, {to lord Falbridge.) 
thou perfidious monſter, may thy guilt prove thy 
puniſhment | May you obtain the unworthy union 
you deſire! May your wiſe prove as falſe to you, 
as you have been to me! May you be followed, 
like Oreſles, with the ſuries of a guilty conſcience; 
find your error when it is too late ; and die in all 
the horrors of deſpair ! [ Ex. 

Free. There goes a woman of quality for you | 


What little actions, and what à great foul !-—Ha! 


Maſter Spatter ! where are you going? 
[To Spatter, who is ſneaking of. 
Spar. Following the muſe, Sir! {pointing after 
lady Alton.) But if you have any further commands, 
or his lordſhip ſhould have occaſion for me to write 

his exiibelon 

L. Fal. Peace, wretch! flcep in a whole ſkin, 
and be thankful! I would ſolicit mercy myſclf, 
and have not lciſure to puniſh you. Begone, Sir! 
Spat. I am obliged to your lordſhip. — This affair 
will make a good article for the Evening-Poſt to- 
night, however. [Aſoule, and exit. 
Sir Will. How happy has this reverſe of fortune 
made me But my ſurptize is almoſt cqual to my 
Ju. 


joy. May we beg you, Sir, ( Feed.] w inform 
us how your benevolence has cifectcd what en. 
almoſt z miracle in my favour ? 

Free. In tee words then, Sic William, this 
happy event is chiefly owing wo your old fricad, 
the late lord Brumptoa. 

Sir Fill. Lond Brumptocn ! 

Free. Yes; bonckt Owen there wid me, thas his 
lordſhip had been employed in folcining your pars 
don. Did not you, Owen? 

Owen. | did, Sir. 

Free. Upon hearing that, and perceiving the 
danger you were in, 1 went immediacely w the 
preſent lord Brumpton, who w» 2 very boact feb 
bow, and one of the oldeſt acquaintance | have wn 
tc world. He, at my inſtance, unmediatcly made 
the neceſſary applhcation ; and guets bow agree 
ably we were ſurpriſed. to hear that the late lord had 
arcady been fucceſfaful, and that the pardon had 
deen made out, on the very morning of the day his 
brdihip diced. Away wene 1, as faſt as a pair of 
horſes could carry me, to ferch it; and houkd cer 
taunky have prevented this lat arrest, if the warrant 
to apprehend you, as dangerous perions, ul ace 
ved under your affumed names vi Wilkem Ford 
and Amcha Wakes, againtt whom the aA 

Vor. H. H has 
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had been laid. But, however, it has only ſerved ts 
prevent your running away, when the danger was 
over, for at preſent, Sir William, thank heaven 
and his majeſty, you are a whole man again ; and 
you have nothing to do but to make a legal appear- 
ance, and to plead the pardon I have brought you, 
to abſolve you from all informations. 

L. Fal. Thou honeſt excellent man ! How hap- 
pily have you ſupplicd, what I failed to accompliſh ' 

Free. Ay, I heard that your lordſhip had been 
buſy.—You had more friends at court than one, 
Sir William, I promiſe you. 

Sir Will. 1 am overwhelmed with my fudden 
good fortune, and am poor even in thanks. Teach 
me, Mr. Freeport, teach me how to make ſome ac- 
knowledgment for your extraordinary generofity | 
Fre. IU tell you what, Sir William. Not 
withſtanding your daughter's pride, I took : 
liking to her, the moment I ſaw her. 

L. Fal. Ha ! what's this ? 

Free. What's the matter, my lord ? 

L. Fal. Nothing. Go on, Sir! 

Free. Why then, to confeſs the truth, I an 
afraid that my benevolence, which you have all 
been pleaſed to praiſe ſo highly, had ſome little 
learen of ſelf-intereſt in itz and I was deſirous 

| do 
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to promote Amehia's happineſs more ways than 
one. 
L. Fal. Then I am the veriet wrench that ever 
exiſted ut take ber, Sir! for © muſt conkes 
that you have deferved her by your proceedings ; 
and that I, foot and villaia that © was, have for 
feited her by mane. [ Goeng. 
Free. Hold, hold ! one word before you go, if 
you pleaſe, my lord! You may kl yourſelf for 
aught I know, but you fha'n't hy your death at 
my door, I promiſe you. I had a kindneſs for 
Amelia, I muſt confeſs ; but in the courſe of my 
late negotiation for Sir William, hearing of your 
lordſhip's pretenhons, I dropt all thoughts of her. 
k is a maxim with me, to do good wherever 1 
can, but always to abſtain from doing miſchief. — 
Now as I can't make the lady happy myself, 1 
would fain put her into the hands of thoſe thas 
can, So, if you would oblige me, Sir William, 
let me join theſe two young folks together, f- 
ing their hands) and do you fay Amen to it. 
Sir Hill With all my beart — You can have 
no objection, Amelia. [{ fnelia hurts into tears. 
L. Fal. How bitterly do thoſe rears reproach 
ne! It hall be the whole bufinchs of my furur 
Ac to atone for them. | 

=o - COOL 
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Amelia. Your actions this day, and your falici- 
tude for my father, have redecmed you in my good 
apinion ! and the conſent of Sir William, ſeconded 
by ſo powerful an advocate as Mr. Freeport, ca- 
not be contended with. Take my band, my 
lord ! a virtuous paſſion may inhabit the pureſt 
breaſt; and I am not aſhamed to confeſs, that I 
had conceived a partiality for you, till your own 
conduct turned my heart againſt you ; and if my 
reſentment has given you any pgin, when I conk- 
der the occaſion, I muſt own that I cannot repem 
K. e 

L. Fail. Mention it no more, my love, I be- 
ſeech you Tou may juſtly blame your lover, 1 
confeſs ; but I will never give you cauſe to com- 
plain of your huſband. 

Free, I don't believe you will. I give you joy, 
my lord; I give you all joy! As for you, ms 
dam, [ts Amelis.} do but ſhcw the world that you 
can bear proſperity, as well as you have ſuſtained 
the ſhocks of adverſity, and there arc few women, 
who may not wiſh to be an Amclia. 


E P b 
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EPIL OG UE 


Written by David Gannics, Efe 


Enter lady Aue in 4 yaſſton , Spanter followeng. 
Loan dire. 
hear no more, thou wretch — Amend tw 
A of - 
woman of my rank !—"Tis petty treaſon 
Hear reaſon, blockbead — 
— ENS 
your view ? — 
Sperr 


Humbly to ferve the Tunefal Nine in you — 


All human kind more than all the reſt. 


Ne. 


8 Lady Milton. 
won't hear reaſon | and | hate you, Spatter ! 


Mylcif, and ev'ry thing— 
H 3 Sparter. 


Amelia. Your actions this day, and your folici- 
tude for my father, have redeemed you in my good 
opinion ! and the conſent of Sir William, ſeconded 
by ſo powerful an advocate as Mr. Freeport, can» 
not be contended with. Take my band, my 
lord ! a virtuous paſhon may inhabit the pureſt 
breaſt; and I am not aſhamed w confeſs, that I 
had conceived a partiality for you, till your own 
conduct turned my heart againſt you ; and if my 
reſentment has given you any pein, when I conk- 
der the occaſion, I muſt own that I cannot repens 
it. 

L. Fol. Mention it no more, my love, I be- 
ſeech you ! You may juſtly blame your lover, 1 
confeſs ; but I will never give you cauſe to com- 
plain of your huſband. 

Free, I don't believe you will. I give you jop, 
my lord; I give you all joy! As for you, ma- 
dam, [ts Amelis.} do but ſhew the world that you 
can bear profperity, as well as you have ſuſtained 
the ſhocks of adverſity, and there arc few women, 
who may not wiſh to be an Amclia. 
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Written by Davin Gannrce, Eſq 


Enter lady Alten in @ yaſſon ; Spatter following. 


Las . 
hear no more, thou wretch '—Acrend 10 
reaſon f | 
A woman of my rank !-Tis petty treaſon ! 
Hear reaſon, blockhead ! Reafon! What is that? 
Bid me wear pattens, and 2 high-crown's har | 
Won't you be gone *—what want you ?—what's 
your view ? 
Sparter. 
Humbly to ferve the Tuncful Nine in you. — 


All human kind |—yow more than all the reſt. 


Sparter. 
Ihumbly thank you, ma'am. —Buz weigh the maner. 

Lady Alton. 
| won't hear reafon | and 1 hate you, Spanter ! 


Myicif, and ev'ry thing—— 
H 3 Sparter. 


EPIL OGUE 


Spatter. 
That I deny; 
You lore a little miſchief; ſo do I; 


Let looſe, my Spater, till to death you've ſtung'em, 
That green-ey d monſter Jealouſy, among em. 
Spatter. 

To daſh at all, the ſpirit of my trade is, 
Men, women, children, — and ladies 


For all my bruiſes, here's gold-beater's ſhin. 
[ Chinking a 


EPIL OGUE 


Lady Alton. 


Nay, ſhould be kill yo 
Sparter. 
Ma"am | 
Lady Alton. 
My kindnets meant, 
To pay your merit with a monument. 
. — 
. 
Anack Ark. both in . prode : 
Your wit can make a nettle of « wit. 
3 Span. 
tinging-nettle for his loedihip's break, 
And to my fer: and dale leave the reſts 
I make 'ors 2. 
— . — — 
— my genius, and can truſt my plan ; 
break a woman's heart with any man. 
Lady Alton. 
Thanks, thanks, dear Spatter be ſevere, and bold 
Xo qualms of conſcience with a puric of gold 
— tho rd al, 
ours are my heart, foul, pen, cars, bones, and all. 
[Exit Sparter. 
H 4 Lady 
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Lady Ales alone. 

Thus to the winds at once my cares I ſcatter—- 
Oh, tis a charming raſcal, this ſame Spatter ! 
His precious miſchief makes the ftorm ſubſide ! 
My anger, thank my ſtars ! all roſe from pride. 
Pride ſhould belong to us alone of faſhion ; 

And let the mob take love, that vulgar pathos | 
Love, pity, tenderneſs, are only made 

For poets, Abigails, and folks in trade z 

Some cits about their feelings make a fuſs, 

And ſome are better bred—who live with us; 
How low lord Falbridge is |\—He takes a wiſe, 
To love, and cheriſh, and be fix d for life ! 
Thinks marriage is a comfortable ſtate, 

No pleaſure like a vartzous tite-d-tite / 

Do our lords juſtice, for I would not wrong em, 
There are not many ſuch poor ſouls among 'em. 
Our turtles from the town will fly with ſpeed, 
And I'll foretell the vulgar life they'll lead. 
With love and cafe grown fat, they face all weather, 
And, farmers both, trudge arm in arm together: 
Now view their ſtock, now in their nure'ry prattle, 
For ever with their children, or their cattle. 
Like the dull mill-horſe in one round they keep ; 
They walk, talk, fondle, dine, and fall aller 
Their cuftom alway: is the after —— 

He bright as 80% and ſhe the chafte full m — 


EPIL OGURE 


Wak'd with their coffee, madam firſt begins, 

She rubs her eyes, his lordſhip rubs his hans; 

She fps, and {mirks;—** Next week's our wedding» 
* day, 

Married ſeven years '—And ry hour = 
more gay 

True, Emmy, (cries my lord) —the bleffing lies, 

Our hearts in ev'ry thing (yewns ) fo ſympackuac | 

The day thus ſpent, my lord for muſick calls; 

He thrums the baſs, to which my lady fquails; 

The children join, which fo delights theſe nannies, 

The brats feem all C Lean 

— What means this qualm {— Why, face, while 

Fm defpifng, 

That vulgar paſhon Envy, is not ning! 

Oh, no |\—Contempe is ſtruggling to buck our; 

Tu give it vent at lady Scaly'ean's renee. 
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Te THE HONOURABLE 


CONSTANTINE JOHN PHIPPS. 


Sin, 
ERE the motives of dedication candidly 
acknowledged, perhaps it would appear 
that authors in general rather intend 2 complument 
to their own vanity, than to that of their patrons. 
Patron, I flatter myſelf, will, in the prefent in» 
ſtance, appear to you too cold and diſtant an cx» 
preſſion ; and though I entertain all due refpet 
for ſuperior rank and fituation, and am happy un 
fcizing an opportunity of deckring tw the works 
that I am honoured with the friendfirip of Mr. 
Phipps, yet never was there an epiſtlc of this na» 
ture, in which mere vanity had 2 more inconfder- 
able ſhare ; nor ſhould | be thus proud of prockum- 
ing my affeftion for him, were 1 nos convinced of 
his being poſſeſſed of qualities and zaccompluthments 
as well as the moſt elcratced st,. 


bt 
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In the midſt of the moſt familiar intercourſe, I 
ſhould be loth to forfeit in any degree the partiality 
you are pleaſcd to ſhew me, by the ſmalleſt appear- 
ance of flattery. But when I do but echo the voice 
of all thoſe who are acquainted with your publick 
or private character; when I barely obſerve, that 
in an age of the moſt unbounded diſſipation, you 
have devoted your time to the attainment of all 
uſcſul and clegant knowledge ; joining to the moſt 
amiable diſpoſition the moſt unſhaken integrity, as 
well as a thorough acquaintance with the conſtitu- 
tion of your country, together with the moſt able 
and faithful diſcharge of the duties of your proſei- 
fon—when I juſt faintly ſketch theſe outlines of 
your character, it will, I hope, rather be ſuppoſed 
that I preſume to hint to you what the world 
ſeems to expect from a young man of faſhion of 
fo great promiſe, than that I mean to corrupt you, 
or myſelf, by idle compliment and mean 
adulation. ; 

Of the Comedy which I now preſent to you, I 
will venture to ſay but little. It is difficult for any 
man to ſpeak with a tolerable grace of himſelf, and 
literary performances ought to be their own recom- 
meadation; yet I will not ſcruple to confeſs, that 
if I thought it entirely deſpicable, I would not 
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folicit your acceptance of it. Three of the great 
writers, enumerated in the Prologue, Plazms, 
Terence, and Marmontel, have conmibuted w en- 
rich it. A play lately cxhibared on the Freneln 
tage, the Deux Amis of M. Braumarchais, alſo 
ſuggeſted fome hints of the fable ; bur the traces 
of them in this Comedy are fo Hate apparene, that 
if 1 did not thus acknowledge the fources from 
which I have drawn, 1 queſtion i the ingenious 
author himficlf would be able tw chum his own 
property. 

Did I conceive that this play contained amy pa- 
ſages unfavourable to liberty, more cfpecraily the 
hberry of the preſs, you, Sir, would be one of the 
laſt perions in the kingdom to whoſe protection 13 
hould venture to recommend it. "The liberry of 
the preſs is a mot invaluable privilege ; yer thas 
liberty, like every other ſpecies of liberty, may be 
abuſed z and while it remains (45 it is ts be hoped 
u ever will remain) unreſtrained by law, the abuſe 
of it is more peculiarly the object of comedy; 
whoſe province it is, by Who teme and general 
fatire, to correct thoſe failings and cnormuties, of 
which the law takes no cognifance. Berner were 
« that thouſands and ten thouſands of ſuch inũg- 

nificaae 
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nificant individuals as myſelf ſhould be maliciouſy 
flandered, than that ſacred right of Engliſhmen 
ſhould be violated or infringed : Yet who will . 
tify the ſcandalous perſonalities (politicks entirely 
out of the queſtion) that diſgrace our newſpapers? 
It is not however ſufficient, it ſeems, to endure 
them patiently, without a wiſh to interrupt their 
progreſs, but the gentleſt retort is enough to ſet 
all Grub-ſtreet in an uproar; and the moſt good 
humoured ridicule of theſe illuſtrious authors is an 
attack upon the liberty of the preſs !—A liberty 
which they are zcalous to exerciſe in its fulleſt ex- 
tent, without allowing any portion of it to their 
opponents z not conſidering that the chief benefit 
of the liberty of the preſs reſults from its being 
open to all, and affording a free examination of 
both fides of every queſtion. The very liberty 
they take, however, they are not willing to give; 
like a ſcavenger I ſaw the other day in the ſtreet, 
who beſpattered every paſſenger with the contents 
of his mud-cart, but ſent 2 volley of curſes after 
a lady of quality, who happened to ſplaſh him as 
ſhe drove by in her chariot. 

Having faid thus much of my Comedy, in vin- 
<dication of the freedom I have uſed in infcribing 
it 
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iz % you, I will not treſpaſs longer on your pa» 
tience, than to repeat the fatiafaction I feet in thus 


openly teſtifying my regard ; and that I have the 
honour to be, 


Your moſt devoted, faithful, 


And aſfectionate humble Servant, 


P BOO L 0 0 UL 


Spoken by Mr. Woop wand. 


Enter as an Author, with a manuſcript. 


EE here, good folks, how genius is abus'd! 
A play of mine, the manager refus'd ! 
And why ?—I knew the reaſon well enough 
Only to introduce his own damn'd ſtuſſ. 
Oh ! he's an arrogant, invidious clf, 

Who hates all wit, and has no wit himſelf! 
As to the plays on which he builds his fame, 
Boaſting your praiſe, we all know whence they came. 
Crown him with ivy, lcaſt of Breutſord kings 
For ſtill, like ivy, round ſome oak he clings. 
Plays you have damn'd, their authors yet unknown, 
Truſt me, good people, thoſe were all his own. 
If his lame genius ever ſtood the teſt, 

"Twas but a crutch'd noun adjective at beſt ; 

Or rather expletive, whoſe weak pretence 
Occupics ſpace, but adds not to the ſenſe. 

His lady-muſe, tho' puling, wan, and thin, 
With green-room caudlc all in ſtate lies-in ; 

His brats fo ricketty, tis ſtill their curſe 

To be twath'd, ſwaddled, and put out to nurſe; 
Brough! 
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4 
Crawl on the tage, or in courultons 
His play wnnight, the all be cver woang, . 
|, pic-dall'd, pice'd, and pared'd, hke Jokeph.'s coat; 
Made up of reds from Plaurus and Comes, 
Terence, Mere. Voltaire, and dlrmonact, 
nr Ar A 
Which proves him dull an barren _—_ 
But ſhall his nonfentc bob! the place of wats ; 
No, dama him ! damn bim, un your own defence 
Lie on your mercy will the dwarf profrme, 
Now, now, my fricnds, we v< brought 
take; 

—ü—üä—ä —— 
Friends, like dried figs, tuck cloſe in every 
Some wits i ambuth, in the gallery fir, 
Some form 2 critick Pha in the pit 3 

ane the Tiny Scnibbler with diimay. 
— — — 
Oer his weak battery from behind the curtain“ 
To-morrow's Chronicle your deeds ihall boaſt, 
— V = 
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ACT IL 


An apartment in C, %. 
Enter Falls and Mrs. Golding. 


(. in @ fancy , with « maſt in ber hand.) 
| Fable. 


ADAM, madam, 1 wil you he wn cnn 


man—3 race of puppics more pernicious © this 
country than 2 breed of wolves would have been. 
—A mongrel puppy too; on 2 wrong ent after 
pleaſure; in chaſe of the faſhion, but for over at 
fault; with vanity in view, and ridiculc for a 
whipper-in. 
Ari. Gold. Well, well, Mr. Fable, is does not 
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ſigniſy talking. You know, you and I could never 
agree on this matter. I was always for my kink 
man's keeping the very beſt company z and, for 
my part, I ſce no great difference between him 
and his friends of quality—Nay, indeed, mongrel, 
as you are pleaſed to call him, Sir, the advantage 
is rather on his fide : He has money without rank, 
and many of them have rank without money. If 
Beverley has great goings-out, he has great com- 
ing-in too z while they keep fine houſes, flaming 
equipages, and great tables, out of nothing at all. 

Fable. For which very reaſon, Mrs. Golding, he 
is not upon even terms with them. What has 2 
man of buſineſs to do with men of pleaſure? 
Why is a young banker to live with young ne- 
blemen ? ; 

Mrs. Geld. And why not, Mr. Fable ? Is not 
the buſineſs of the houſe carried on at the polite 
end of the town ? Does not he live in the very 
centre of perſons of faſhion? And has not he 
conſtant dealings with them —Not ſhut up is 
Lombard-ſtreet—within the ſound of Bow-bell, or 
in Gght of the Monument—not cramming turtle 
and veniſon at the King's Arms, or the London» 
Tavern—but balloted into the Macaroni, and 3 
member of the Sgavoir Vivre. 

Fable. So much the worſe—ſo much the worſe, 

Mrs. 
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Mrs. Golding! His father, who was the firm of whe 
houſe, chablifbked the credis of in by decency 
and ſobriety : Bu: dying while Bereriey was wry 
young, your hutband, Mr. Cilag. was received 
into the partmerihip as 4 main of CLPENCRCT, = 
ble of carrying on the buknets to more advantage. 
He, you know, is now abtent on acceliary butncts 
abroad. In the mean time, 1 am keft @ hind of 
guardian to Bevericy, and have the fugeratend- 
ance of his affairs And what account hall | be 
likcly to give of them, when inftcad of making 
money after the example of his facher, be . 
tent on nothing but ſpending it? Hortes t New- 
market, hounds at Bagihor, 2 villa, a miltrets, 
play, and a round of dithpation among haic-brau d 
tacy arrive at maturity, ſpending their fortuncs 
before they come to them, grantung annwncs 
to cat up their estates, or hving upon the Gale 
of poſt-obits and reverfions — There, madam, 
there's a picture of 2a gence! young banker at the 
weſt-end of the town for you; drawn from the 
life, and coloured after nature | how do you ike 

it, madam ? | 
Ars. Gold. A frightful caricature, Mr. Fable ! 
your deſcriptions are jult the ceverte of that tweet 
14 fowe: 


* 
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flower of 2 man, the auctioneer, over the way. 
His ſtile is enchanting and delicate, clegant as 
the or moulu, or Derbyſhire petrifications, be fets 
to ſale, and ſoft as the pencil of Guido, Raphael, 
or Correggio! Your pictures may be taken from 
nature ; but they are dark dark as the landſcapes 
of Pouſſin, and wild, and horrible as the views of 
Salvator Roſa. 

Fable. Madam, madam ! it is theſe aſſected airs, 
madam, that pervert your underſtanding, and 
make you blind to the danger of your kinſman.— 
He is in imminent danger of ruin, madam; which 
will fall upon him, if ſomething is not ſpeedily 
done to-prevent it. 

IA. Gold. And what would you have me do, 
Mr. Fable? All I fay is, that good company is a 
very good thing, and genteel connections can never 
do my kin{man any miſchief; and if I had been 
miſtreſs, I never would have reſted till I had got 

Fable. Into parliament {—into jail, madam. Ih; 
not he at expence enough r 
e. Gold. Expence! Lord, lord! this is 2 

int of conomy, Sir. Why he would fave above 
double the charge of bringing him into the houſe 
by the mere poſtage of letters —Sir Geoffry Ki- 
„51 , . : derkin 
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— And he would 
- make aun aliBiſe- 
Fee i + (dic —Ob, ox mob 
. 
oe hanging over his right 
32 — w and fro like a — 
— and bus wages naming town be © 
Fable. So, @! you, I fear, are tos far gone for 
vholclome ſos —— — — at 
him. — — om ——ů— 
— you, ! I have ba 
__— Good night, if you plate, Sic. 
m_—_ up, but 1 have not been — 
— you fee) but juſt come from —— — 
— began to grow this ; due wat 
_ — — 
— — — 
— ern — 
—U — — 
_ night, and kave you — 
day. Your fervant, Sir. 2 
2 
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Fable aloe. 
Your ſervant, madam {—A weak woman ! inte- 
pable indeed of ſwaying the mind of Beverley by 
her advice, but ſtill ſerving to countenance his 
follies by her example. But now to the buſineſs 
of the day, 2s the fays A ſerious day it wilt ap. 
pear to the young gentleman, I fancy. But it is 
high time to make him ſcrĩous. I'll juſt allow him 
a ſhort interval to fleep of his maſquerade, and 
then wake him from his dream of folly to a ſenſe 


of his true fituation. 


Check. The life and ſoul, Sir. I have always 
found them ſo. Always exact myſclf, I can anfwer 
—always preciſe to a ſecond ! and as true to my 
time as the men that ſtrike the quarters at St. 
Dunſtan's. Ha, ha! 

Fable. You're merry, Check ! 

Check. Ah! I wiſh I had cauſe, Sir. Another 

great 
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great houſe in the city lope payment yeſtenduy, 
and a large fum fubfcribed to prop the credin of 
another. Sad times, Mr. Fable ! 

Fable. Sad times | fad men, hone Check. Moen 
make the times. 

Check. Very true, very true, Sir. Ab, one need 
not go far from home to know thas, Sir. In poor 
acts in Threadneedle-ftreer, thoſe were dvs, Mr. 
Fable | I with we were on the other bas „ Term 
ple-bar, again 

Fable. No, no; you are right juit where vou we, 
frie ud. The two fides of Temple bar have changed 
hands, Check. "The gay, furt, airy ſparks of 
the weſt-end of the town, have all riken too outiacts, 
and are turned ſheriff and ablermen; and the 
merchants, bunkers, and wadefmen, are your 
principal perſons of plcature now-a-days. 

Check. Ah, I am afraid fo. Here's 2 houſe, 
forſooth ! my old lady always entertaining come 
pany at home, and my young maſter abways 
abroad; night turned into day, and day turned 
into night ! It was not fo in my old maſter's time. 
Never out of the regular channel z furc and mo- 
derate profit ; quiet, fober living; 2 plain joint 
and 2 pudding on week-days, and, perhaps, rwo 
joints and two puddings on Sunday 


F.... 
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Fable. Nay, nay, don't be melancholy, Check. 
You may live to ſee two puddings on table again, 
perbaps. + 

Check. We have no hopes but in you, Mr. Fable; 
no hope but in you, Sir! Every thing would go 
to wreck and ruin, if it was not for you, Sir. 

Fable. Come, come ; cheer up, honeſt Check! 
your young maſter will take up ſhortly. He has 
a good heart, and a good underſtanding. 

Check. I wiſh he would make leſs uſe of his 
heart, and more of his underſtanding, Sir. He is 
as generous as a prince, and he thinks all his ac- 
quaintance as honeſt and generous as himſelf. Let 
him mind bis friend, Mr. Denier, Sir. There's 2 
young man for you! merry and wiſe, I warrant 
him ! He knows that a ſhilling is a ſerious thing; 
that a penny ſaved is a penny got; and two and 
two make four, Sir. 

Fable. Beverley will find it out at laſt, Check 
Have you prepared the books and papers as I di- 
rected you? 

Check. I have, Sir. 

Fable. Very well. Let them be ready for is- 
ſpection this very morning; and tell Mr. Beverley 
I am gone to the Bank; but defire be would not 
be out of the way at my return, as I have ſome- 
thang 


» 
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thing of conſequence to fay to him. Good mor- 


row, Check ! 


Chech. Good morrow to your honour! I hall 
be ſure to let Mr. Bevericy know, Sir. 
[Exit Fable. 


Oh, here comes his gentleman, 25 they call kim. 
with there was not ſuch 2 gentleman within the 
bills of mortality. 


Enter Handy. 

Good morrow to you, Mr. Handy! Good mor- 
row 

Handy. What | my old Rulc of Three ! are you 
there ? Good morrow to you ! 

Check. Mr. Bevericy is not up yet, I fuppoſe. 

Handy. Then you ſuppoſe wrong, old Thread- 
needle ! He is up, I afure you. 

Check. Indeed! why be is more carly than or- 
dinary, Mr. Handy. 

Handy. Much later than ordinary, maſter Check. 
He has not been to bed yer. 


Check. Mercy on me! paſt cight in the morn- 
ing, and not gone to bed yer ! 

Handy. No, bc's not come home from the maf- 
querade. 


Check, The maſquerade Ob, now you have 


Hund. 


accounted for it. 
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Handy. Yes, I had fome thoughts of being at 
the Pantheon myſelf ; but. 

Check. What! at the fixpenny Pantheon at 
Iſlington, Mr. Handy ? 

Handy. Sixpenny Pantheon]! Sdeath, what C ye 
mean, Sir? do ye take me for a lutle ſhop-kecping 
mechanick, or one of your dapper city clerks, that 
draws his pen from under his car in the evening, 
to go and drink tea at Bagnigge-Wells or Deb. 
ney's Bowling-Green ? No, Sir; let me tell you, I 
frequent no diverhons but thoſe of perſons of qua- 
lity- Plays now and then, operas twice a week, 
and maſquerades whenever there are any.—A lady 
of my particular acquaintance—of the firſt faſhion 
I affure you, old gentleman, —had provided me 2 
ticket, and a domino, with a ſmart hat and fea 
ther, and diamond button and loop to it.—But, 2 
the devil would have it, my lord du—zounds, what 
Vas I ſaying? —Her huſband, I fay, happening to 
come in at an unfortunate moment, ſaw the drei 
tying in her apartment. My lady—a deviliſh clever 
woman, upon my ſoul! turned it off with a laugh, 
for him, in order to ſurpriſe him with a piece of 
conjugal gallantry. So away they went to the 
Pantheon together, and I was obliged to amuic 
myſelf with another woman of quality, who kept 
houſe 
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houſc all the evening, to confole iu for my 
Cilappountment. 

Check, You imagine I have 2 kage portion of 
faith, I believe, Mr. Handy. 

Handy. Faith !— Why, have 1 offered to borrow 
— you old auluphcatrin-tadic 

Check. You hae not taken thas liberty with me, 
becauſe you knew I would knd you none: but 
you arc rather too fan with your betters, - 
thanks. | 
Handy. They are famuikuc with us, and cacourage 
familiarities on our de. —Nay, if you would fo- 
low my advice, | would engage w make 4 forma. 
even for you, old Methuſilem ! 

Check. For me, Mr. Handy ? 

Handy. Ay, for you, old boy! What do you 
think now of making love to Mrs. Golding ? Her 
huſband's abroad, you know. Intrigucs are the 
mode, and the loves to be in the faſhion. —Deri 
take me, if I don't think the and you would make 
an excellent tete-a-tete.—Shalum and Hilpa ' Eh, 
my old ante dilusian? | 

Check. A truce with your wit, good Mr. Handy 
and plcaſe to let your maitcr know, that Mr. Fabic 
dchrcs to fee him on ſomc particular bukinchs, a4 

hae 
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ä ye Res 
about dinner-time. 
Handy. What Do you nouns wo joke wen? 
Pounds, ſhillings, and pence,—you had beſt ſtick 
to that, old gentleman. 

Check. They won't ſtick to you long, I am afraid, 
young gentleman. Ha, ha 

Handy. Again ! You are trying to copy after old 
maſter Fable, I warrant you.—-A fly, dry, queer 
old buck, that Mr. Fable ! He don't much approve 
of our proceedings, I believe. The people call my 
maſter the Macaroni Banker, he ſays. [ Laugh heard) 
—a ſnake in his boſom too, if I am not miſtaken. 
I never could endure that ſhrewd ſpark fince I beard 
him upon the chapter of vails—which he never 
gives to other peoples ſervants ; but, for fear of 
raiſing the wages at home, ſuffers them to be taken 
by his own. A young curmudgeon ! worſe than 
2 liquoriſh old dotard, if poſſible. What fay you, 
Grandfire ?—{laugh again} —But, huſh, they are 
here.—Now you may deliver your errand to him 
yourſelf, old gentleman. 

[Check and Handy retire 4 little. 


Enter 
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Enter Beverley and Denier. ( Beverley in @ doamune ; 
Demir alſe in 4 maſquerade dreſs.) 

Bev. Support à character at a maſquerade ' Ab- 

ſurd and ridiculous ! and 2 vulgar idea too, that 

never entered the head of a gentleman. 

Denier. Oh, my habit gave me no trouble of 
that ſort ; yet I did not wear it from choice, but 
from convenience. One of the managers of Co- 
vent- Garden theatre—for there are about five 2nd 
forty of them, you know—lent me the drefs ; and 
I don't fee why 1 hould be cxpetted wo fupport z 
character in it any more than thoſe who uically 
wear it,—Eh, Bevericy ? 

Bev. No, to be fare. They who fox the foftct 
things, and ſucceed moſt with the women, cntcr 
into the ſpirit and genius of the place the mot 
happily. Gallantry and intrigue, not wit and bu- 
mour, are the objects of 2 malguerade. 

Denier. | beg your pardon, Beveriey. 1 know 
more than one or two profeffed jokers, that rw» 
hearfe their parts for a fortnight beforehand, and 
write down all the good things they Gall fav; 
but, as ll luck will have it, for want of courage 
and opportunity, never utter one of them; and yet, 
relolving they ſhall not be loſt to the workd, fend 
them, ready cut and dry, to the newe-papers, 2s 

Vor. IL K — 
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Bev. Oh, Iknow the little haberdaſhersof fmall wit; 
I know them, Denier, and thank you for your de- 
ſcription of them. But whothe deuce was that very 
ſtuck ſo cloſe to for moſt part of the evening? 1 
have a ſtrong notion it was lady Sarah Brilliant— 
very like her figure ! or Harriot Freelove—but her 
—ſhe's common, you know—her be would no: 
have followed fo warmly.—Oh, Check, are you 
there ?—Handy too? [Check and Handy com 
forward.] Have you ſet my night-things in my 
bed-chamber ? 


Handy. They are all ready, Sir. 
notes for acceptance, Check ? 

Check. I did, Sir. 

Bev. Any cards, Handy ?—And were they good 
bills, Check ? 

Handy. The cards, tickets, and mellges te © 
your dreſſing- table, Sir. 

Bev. Very well —And were Sir John's notes 


duly accepted, Check ? 

Check. They ought to have been duly protefed, 
Sir. Not good bills—not worth a farthing, Sir. —1 
have not given him credit for them. 


Ber. 
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Bev. Well, let him have duc notice, Cye hear, 
Check ?—And do you call at the Sgeverr, and ict 
them know that I hall dine there tw day, Cxe 
bear, Handy ?—And do you come to me with the 
Rate of Sir John's account, as ſoon as | am up, er 
hear, Check ? 

Check. The account is ready, Sir bu M. Fable 
defires to ſpeak with you as ſoon as you are up, Sir. 
He is gone into the city, but will return before 
Bev. 1 hall be ready to attend him. Let me 
be called about one, Cye hear, Handy 5—t1 have 
nothing further to ſay to you at preſent, Check. 
Check. Mighty well, Sir. 
Bev. Handy, wait in my chamber. 
Handy. 1 thall, Sir. 

[ Excunt Check and Handy ſcueral!y. 


Manent Beverley and Demnier. 
Bev. You'll dine with us at the Seer, Denier ? 
Denier. That's impoſſible. Lady Quarer, who 
ſubſcribes to the opera, bas lent ber box tw Mrs. 
Carlton and Lydia this evening, and I have pro» 
mated to attend them; fo we mult make a fhort 
carly dinner at home. You will hardly riſe from 
able before the finale. 
K 2 Bev. 
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Bev. Time enough to ſee the Heinel walk over 
the courſe, perhaps: but the places of publick & 
verſion do keep moſt diſorderly hours, to be ſure. 
As to the play-houſes, I ſcarce ever attempt to peep 
into them. There is no getting a mouthful of 
tragedy or comedy, without balking one's appetite 
for every thing clſc. But Lydia is fond of plays 
too ; and the little prude is fo eager and punctual, 
ſhe is as ſure to be at the drawing-up of the cur 
tain as if ſhe went to keep places. 
partial to my ward, Beverley. She is ſevere upon 
your gaiety, and you rally her prudery. You both 
think it worth while to find fault with each other; 
and that's a dreadful ſymptom, Beverley. 

Bev. No, no; not fo far gone as that neither. 
— The girl has ſome good natural qualities z but 
ſhe has not mixed with the world enough. —She is 
like one of our Engliſh coaches—made of good 
ſtuff, and not ill faſhion'd—but wants the high 
Paris varniſh, Denier. | 

Denier. I have a good mind to acquaint her 
appear like lord Ruſty's picture not much the 
detter for it.—But, apropos to your fimile,— 
after your coach has ſet you down to dinner in &. 
James's. 
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—— can you fend it to carry us t the 


08 They are not put up yet. 
Tu give orders about it unmediately. 
Denier. Stay | Suppoſe it takes me home then ; 
and Til tell them your direction. —I fhall hardly 
get 2 chair at this time in the morning. 
Bev. Be it fo. Good night © . 
Denier ! 

Denier. Well. 

Bev. There is to be another maſquerade next 
week, at the Haymarket. WHl you go 7 

Dexier. No —hang it ; next week is too foon for 
it.—So much of it makes it grow nauſcous. 

Bev. It will be a genteel thing. 

Demer. A genteel maſquerade ?—Oh, that's the 
devil, Beverley. The company at 2 maſquerade 
hould be almoſt as various as the characters they 
repreſent. —Countefie: and fempitrefies, lonis, ab- 
dermen, black-legs, and Ozonians —Make your 
maſquerade too genteel, and it muit be very dull, 
Beverley. 

Bev. All the fine women in town will be there. 
It is to be given by the club at Anhbur's. I can 
ſupply you with tickers. 

Denier. Can you ?—Well then—come, for once, 
] will go with you. 


K 3 Bev. 
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Bev. Now, if you could prevail on Lydia t 
go too 
Denier. No; ſhe won't take the Paris varniſh, 
Beverley. | 

Bev. I am forry for it. Then there's no hopes 
of her. 

Denicr. Poor Beverley! Adieu 

Bev. Poor Lydia, I fay. Tu go to-bed, and 
dream of her reformation. Good night to you. 
{ Exeunt ſeveralh, 


a CT 1 


Beoverly's dreſſing-rozm. A writing-deſt and dreſſing- 
table, chairs, &c. | 

Bell rings two or three times violently; at length enter 

Handy, in 4 morning dreſs, rubbing his eyes. 
Handy. | 

ING, ring, ring ! The devil's in Mr. Beverley 

to-day, I think. He defires to be waked 

about one or two, and is ready to pull the bells out 

of the pullics between eleven and twelve. ¶ Rings. ] 


Again! I'll be with you in a moment, Sir. {[Yawns.] 
11 
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at play Lit night, | hould have 
been drinking, that bis reſt was fpoil's with Gck- 
ncfs and head-ache.—but to cume home fober, and 
ia good humour, and then drag ene. ous of bed like 
—— — 

I am comng—Seay can ge 
jon, th. (og? Not he, fairh—here he iw— 
walking in his fleep, for aught I know—for © am 


fure, I am hardly awake yet. [Towneng. 
Enter Beverley. 

Bev. Oh, you are here, I fee. I thought you 

were dead, Handy. 


Handy. Dead aſleep, Sir. I had hardly ger warm 
in bed, in my firſt doze, Sir. Jer. 

Bev. Come, come, my breakfaſt! I have nw 
time for dozing and dreaming. To keep my en- 
gagements at night, I muſt diſpatch 2 good deal 
of buſineſs in the morning. [ $:t;.] Reach me that 
bundle of papers. ¶ Handy bring: them from the A.] 
I muſt anſwer theſe letters. Now chocolate, Handy, 
chocolate immediately ! 

Handy. LAM. ] Whew ! [Exit yownrng. 

Bev. ([Untying the bandle.)] Say what they will 
2 
K 4 
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your only perſons of difpatch—diligent in their 
buſineſs for the ſake of getting rid of it—not work- 
ing lowly, grub, grub, like a mole, but training 
to the goal like a racer, Let me fee, what have we 
here? [Looking at one of the letters.) Oh, a letter 
ſpondent, Ephraim Quiet of Briſtol. 


Re-enter Handy, 

Handy. The chocolate, Sir, 
Bev. Very well—Set it down, Handy—and tell 
Check to come to me with the account I ſpoke to 
him about, when I came home laſt night. 
Handy. He's here already, Sir, and Mr. Fable too, 


Enter Fable, attended by Check, with books and papers. 


Bev. [Ri-] Mr. Fable, your very humble 
ſervant, 

Fable. Oh, your ſervant, your ſervant. —Are you 
ſure you have all the books and papers with you, 
Check ? | 

Chech. Very ſure, Sir. 

Fable. And have you the inſtrument from my 
attorney ? 

Check. It is here, Sir. 

Fable. And the balances of the ſeveral accounts 
are all right and exact? 


Chect. 
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Check. To the fixteench of  farthing, Sir; I 
have proved them again and again, Sir. 
Fable. Very well. Lay them on the table then. 
I ſhall be with you preſently in the counting-houſe. 

Cheri. You will be fare to find me there, Sir. 
[ Lays down books, &fc. and cxit. 

Fable. And now indulge me with 2 word or rwo 
in private, Mr. Beverley. 

Bev. Pray be feated, Sir. Handy, wait in the 
antichamber. 

Handy. 1 ſhall, Sir. [ Exe. 


Meanexs Fable and Beveriny, fr. 

Fable. (After @ fhort pauſe.) 1 am afraid T have 
broken in upon you rather abrupely, Mr. Bevericy. 

Bev. Not at all, Sir. 

Fable. My bufincfs is prefling, and I muſt be 2 
Drupt in _difclofing it. 

Bev. Pray what is it, Sir ? 

Fable. | ſhould wiſh to adrumfter comfort, 
ther than to diſtreſs or ſurpriſe you; bur chere is 
no time for delicacies, or room for palliation. 

Bev. You amaze me! What do you mean, Sir? 

Fake. Don't be too much ahrmed neicher; 


don't let it totally difcourage you. You arc young, 
Ou Kk 


Bev. 
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Sir. | 
- Fable. Nay, I can't fay it is downright ruin 
neither. 

Bev. Ruin, Mr. Fable ! 

» Fable. No; not abfolutcly. Your credit and 
character may be bath a little ſhaken by it at firſt, 
indeed; but, with induſtry, thank Heaven, you 
will have time and opportunity to re-eſtabliſh them. 

Bev. You keep me on the rack! Let me compre- 
hend you. Be plain, Sir! 

Fable. In a word then—what do you think of 
the failure of the houſe ? 

Beo. Sir! 

Fable. Stopping payment ? 

Bev. Impoſſible ! 

Fable. Ten days ago I was of your opinion 
But thoſe papers, Mr. Beverley, among which are 
copics of the laſt letters from Mr. Golding, will 
convince you that the danger is imminent. 

Bev. Why, why was I not more early appriſed 
of this, Mr. Fable? 

Falle. You have a great deal on your hands, you 
know ; and I did not care to interrupt your amuſe- 
ments, or damp your vivacity, till I had examined 
and icttied the ſtate of your affairs. I was in 

hopes, 


Bev. Relieve me from ſuſpenſe, I beſcech you, 


a a 4a. ——Y _— „ — » RY 
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hopes, indeed, matters had not been fo deſperate. 
hat one misfortune is always accompanied by 
another, and another followed by more. — The m- 
ſurance not being done onthe Specdweil and Thens, 
owing to the miſcarriage of Mr. Cohn erer 
from Bengal z the wreck of boch theft hadiamen, 
25 well as Mr. Goldiag's other lodes in Indis; the 
failure of the houſes at Amiterdam; the lie un 
upon our own; and the bills we have accepted 
ding fo ſoon payable—are unlucky cucumilances, 
all concurring to perplex and embarras us. 

Bev. And what—what's to be done then, Mr. 
Fable ? 

Fable. Oh, don't be too uncafy! the fhock is 
rather violent and fudden, to be ſure ; but l hope 
to extricate you with honour and reputation. 

Bev. You revive me. By what means, Sir? 

Fable. When you have look d into the vouckers 
necethity of executing this mitrument, contour ng 
me your fole truſtee and creditor; | having unge- 
taken to ſatisfy every other claum and demand upon 
the houſe.— All that concerns me „ that, wnorucr 
to come handſomely :hrouch this bultincls, 4 to 
appcar in earneſt to the world, wo mut cxact tome 
from you, Mr. Bevericy. 5 
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Bev. Sacrifices from mel what ſacrifices, Mr. 
Fable ? 

Fable. Not that I think they will aſſect you much, 
neither. I was happy, to be ſure, to ſee you keep» 
ing the very beſt company, making a figure on the 
handſomely both here, and at Wimbledon. —But 
people in buſineſs are liable to theſe accidents— 
and pleaſure, you know, muſt give way when preſ- 
fing exigencies require it. Put your borſes to ſale, 
part with your hounds, fell your villa—and as 2 
narrower plan of living, a ſyſtem of c:conomy, will 
render all the plate and preſent furniture unne- 
ceffary, I think it will be adviſcable to lett this 
houſe too. A ſmaller will ſerve to carry on the 
buſineſs. 

Bev. Sell my horſes and hounds! part with my 
houſes ! diſpoſe of my plate, Mr. Fable] furely 
this is being rather too precipitate. It ſhould be 
very maturely confidered, whether we cannot 
{mother theſe evils, without letting them burſt into 
a flame immediately. 

Fable. That has been thoroughly ä 
depend upon't—nay, I have already convened the 
capital creditors, and convinced them of the cer- 
tainty of their demands being ſatisfied, on the plan 


] have propoſed to you. They are perſuaded that 
the 
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the houſe will ultimately prove good and futhkcient, 
and have engaged to ſupport it. Some few indeed 


ſcemed to doubt your concurrence and perfeve- 


rance z but I (who think I know you better under- 
wok to anfwer for both. The truth is, you have 
no alkernative.—The affair is publick by thus time, 
and the eyes of the whole world arc upon you. — 
But, courage, Bevericy! you have yourk, as I rold 


you, and honour, and abilities: They arc now 
put to the teſt, and | have no fear of your conduct. 
When you have finiſhed your breakfaft, run your 
eye over the account, read Mr. Goldiang's laſt ket 
ters, examine the deed of truſt, and confder whac 


I have faid to you. Your ferrant!? Good day w 
you! Your fervant! 


Lr. 
What is all this? Veichk ien Failure of 


{ Ex. 


correſpondents ' Letters from Mr. Colling ' Lodes 
in India! Sure our fituation cannct be fo bad as 


he has repreſented it —Let me hok into thete 


« r:tings ! Let me examine this account '—tHaady® 
—{ Sztreng.] The book of fate could frarcely be 


| Handy. Sir! 


Enter Hang. 


more dreadful to me than this mats of papers. 


Ben. 
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Bev. What do you do here, raſcal! I am buſy. 
How dare you interrupt me? 

Handy. I thought you had called, Sir. 

Handy. I beg your pardon, Sir. I am gone, Sir. 
— What the deuce is the matter with him this 
morning ? | (Ear. 

Beverley alone. 

| What an unfeeling animal is a mere perſon of 
bufineſs ! Mr. Fable has ſtunned me: I am thunder- 
ſtruck : And yet there was d ſerenity in his manner, 
a malicious calm in his countenance, that cut me 
to the ſoul—I am diſtracted— i can neither read, 
nor write, nor think.—Handy ! Where are you, 
raſcal ? [Enter Hand.] Why did not you take 
theſe things away, as I ordered you ? 

Handy. I thought you had not done breakfaſt, 
Sir.—A card from Sir Charles Eaſy, Sir. [Giving it. 

Bev. Give me no cards, raſcal ! 

[Throwing it awaj. 

Hondz. The man waits for an anſwer, Sir. 

Bev. I can fend no anſwer. Tm ill, Pm buſy, 
I'm——PY fend an anfwer by-and-by—TY fend 
an anſwer by-and-by. 

Hun ty. Very well. PU let him know, Sir. [Ei. 

Beverie 
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Beveriry alone. 
Let me fee ! let me collect my thoughts 2 Hike ? 
Suppoſe I adviſe with Demer ! fuppofe — 


Enter Handy. 
Handy. A letter, Sir '—requires no anfwer, they 
fav. [Emez. 
Beverley alone. 


From Lucy | I know her hand. Lie at the /u- 
perſcription) | muſt look into it; but what yoor 
ſpirits have I at prefenc to peruſe letters of gaiery? 
Her tendernefs too—{ Opens and reads.) What's this? 

* Sir Harry Flutter has heard of your mizfor- 
tunes, and convinced me that I houlkt be 2 bur- 
then to you. He has offered to be | 

my friend: 
„ fo adicu, Beverley? Your's, Lacy.” 
Confuſion !—the bufinefs :5 public advert then 
— But fo ſoon to deſert me !'—To be the cat hover 
of a caſt miſtreſs to half the town ? But let her go! 
kt ber go! an wagrateful jade ! My friends wilt 
deſpiſe her. She'll be the food, the foorn afo— — 


Enter Led Ri, Sir Holter Ster, C Rath, 
and S$canty. 


L. Ni. Berefley 1)—why, what the ri is off 
us r 
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this? the whole town is talking of you. Is there 
any truth in this tory ? You are undone, they ſay. 
Bev. No; not undone, my lord. 
Col. Rak. The St. James's Coffce-bouſe is full of 
it; and Betty talks of nothing elſe. 

Bev. Damnation 

Sir Halt. I was offered ten to one at the Cocoa- 
Tree, that you and all your partners would be in 
the Gazette next Saturday. Shall I take the odds, 
Beverley ? 

Bev. The houſe has not ſtopt payment, Sir 
Confuſion! 

Scanty. No, no; not fo bad as that—a link 
craſh, indeed but I ſaid the houſe would not ſtop 
payment. I was always your friend, Mr. Beverley. 

Bev. I am obliged to you, Sir. —Vexation! 

Cal. Rat. They ſay, old Golding has made a fad 
hand of it in India. An old blockhead ! What did 
he meddle for ? Why, you could have ruined your- 
Lucy too! ſhe'll be on the cue again. I have 
half a mind to take compaſſion on her myſelf. 
But ſhe's fo curſed fond of Beverley, there would 
be no dependance on her. 

L. Riot. Well, but, Beverley! Your place at 
Wimbledon is to be put up at auction, it ſeems. — 

A-going, 
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A-going, a-going, 3-going '—So we are to have no 
dinner there next Sunday, I fuppoic ? 
Bev. No, no, no, no, my let! Diltrattion? 
Sir Helt. As you'll part with that fer of bay 
bones, and the phacton, I ſuppoſe, I with you'd 
give me the refuſal. You houkt think of your 
fnends, Beverley. 
Bev. Another time | another time, Sir! 
La. Ay, I know we incerrage him. He © 
in the midd of a! bis writings and accounts, you 
fee. I hall be glad to fee you, when you have 
kifurc. Good day to you, Bevericy ! 
Sir Hal. 
431K 
[Exennt L. Rice, H 
Alanens Scanty and Bower wy. 
Scanty. See what a fet of wathw-munded fellows 
theſe are now f—It is well you are rid of them. 
Did not I always warn you ts be cautious of your 
company * 
Bev. | thank you for your advice; bur it dittredſes 
me at preſent, Sur. 
Scanty. Well, well, Fil fox no more then 
an glad to fad manners not f bad as they have 


been reported. You'll keep your head above water 
Vor. IL L yer, 
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yet, I hope.—1 juſt ſtaid to mention the affair of 
the ewenty pounds you promiſed me, he Ul tae 
I ſaw you. 

Bev. This is not a time for affairs of that fort, 
Sir. 

Scanty. Well, well—I would not have mentioned 
ſettled, you know. 
Bev. There, Sir—there's a bank-note of the 
value No leave me, I beſcech you, Sir. | 
Scanty. Well, well,-1 fee you arc buſy, and 1 
will leave you—But for the future remember my 
counſel—ſtick to my advice—always be cautious 
in the choice of your company, Beverley [ Exit. 


Beverley alone. 

So, ſo, fo, ſo !—This is the world, as they call 
it—A pack of hollow friends, and deſpicable ac- 
quaintance ! How weak have I been, to give my 
heart to theſe wretches, who have ſouls incapable 
of mutual attachment! Callous todiſtreſs, and dead 
to the feelings of humanity !-—How I long to fee 
Denier! He is a true friend—frugal without avs 
rice, and chearſul without diſſipation. He would 
both adviſe and aflit mc.-He would Pre- 
ſenti 


Emta 
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Enter Drunter. 
Ha, Denier ! 1 was this moment wiſhing for you. 
You have heard, I fuppote ! 

Denier. | have, 1 have, Beverley; and ran w 
vou immediately—though I had particular bun- 
neſs in the city too this moruing— but 2 friend 
has promiſed to tranſact it for me. How are you, 
Beverley ? 

Bev. What 2 blow, my friend! From whom 
had you the firſt news of it ? 
on my own affairs, as well as about 2 large remit» 
tance which he has juſt received on account of 
Lydia. 

Bev. Lydia !—Oh, Denicr !— Lydia ! [ Sighing. ] 
—a large remittance, did you ay? 

Denier. Yes, from her friends in India, who 
conſigned her to our family. A very condfderable 
remittance, indeed ! But Mr. Fable is made true, 
| find. They treat her as the court of Chancery 
does a lunatick. We arc committees of her per» 
fon, and Mr. Fable commintee of the cftace. 
Bev. Excuſe me, Denicr ! but the very Gadow 
of mirth is at preſent woſcaſonable. I am glad, 
however, that Lydia is likely to be © amply pro» 
"ded for. (g, 
54 
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Denier. So am 1: and I am glad too that you 
have always proſeſſed ſo total an indifference about 
her ; as a diſappointment from any reverſe of for- 
tune, in caſe you had fixed your affeftions on her, 
would have becn an additional mortiſcation 
But, Beverley ! 

Bev. My friend 
Denier.Y ou are convinced, I believe, of the truth 
of my regard for you. | 
Bev. 1 never doubted it. 

Denier. That I have the moſt aſſeclionate friend- 
hp for you. 

Bev. | am ſure of it. 

Denier. You don't imagine me capable of pro- 
poling any thing that might be dilagfeeable wo you 

Bev. The laſt man on earth I mould ſuſpect 
of it. 

Denier. | think too, on your part, Beverley, that 
you would not, from a mere point of delicacy, op- 
poſe or repine at my happineſs, if it did not imer- 
fere with your own. 

Bev. No, to be ſure, I hould not. But what 
is all this ? Explain. 
 Demier. You muſt know then, Beverley, that | 
began very early to be captivated with Lydia. 

Bev. Eh | 


Dena 
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Dru But fancying von entertaines 2 partialiry 
for her, | ſmothered my inchaaues cut of er- 
ſhip for you. But as you meant only fuperiiciat 
gallantry, I now with t© make ber ſerious pro» 


polals. 

Bev. Propoſals to Lydia ? 

Deter. Yes, propulals of macriage ; and wndecd 
4 (cems almoſt to have been the with of ber fricads 
10 bring about fuch an alliance, by placing her un 
cur family. 

Bev. That's trec——that did not occur ws me at 
belt, I confeſo—the too, 1 ſuppoſe, bas given you 
ſome hopes—lI with you hippy—l with you—t 
with you 2 great deal of happinels, Mr. Denies. 

49799 

Denior. Thank you, my dear friend, thank en 
—But come, come, Beverley | Mr. Fables news 
has quite diſheartened you. We muſt nor fee you 
too much caſt down, neither. This is but 2 cloud. 
You will break out again with double fplendor 
preſenttiy.— Can I be of any fervice to you Sha 
I look into your papers—and examime your accounts / 
Bev. Not at preſent, | am obliged to you—not 
at preſent, Mr. Denier. 

Denier. Oh, I bad forgot. All my moneys 
cked up: But if you ſhould want 2 purchater for 
L 3 the 
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Bev. 1 know it. I am obliged to you. 
Denier. Let me fee | [ Looking at bis watch.) Its 


that I have been! to trifle with a delicate female 
heart—to trifle with my own !—Oh, Lydia! I an 
now, for the firſt time, thoroughly ſenfible of my 
affection for you and now to diſcover it, only to 
add to my wretchedneſs! Diſtraction !——Denicr 
too ſeems to wear a different aſpet—at leaſt my 
imagination, jaundiced by my misfortunes, paints 
him of another colour.—But Lydia! after the im- 
pertinence of my former behaviour, how deſpicable 
muſt I appear to her What a humiliating diſtance 

has 
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bas fortunc now thrown between us — dirs. Golt- 
ing here New torture Ha Lydia with her? 
Oh, my heart | how hall I hook up i her? 


Enter Mi. Golding ( in a marning difhatulle. ) 
Ars. Gold. Nay, come in, child? proy come 
in! 1 muſt ſpeak to poor Beverley. Come in, Milk 
Lydia, I beg of you [ Beverley runs is the dan and 
introduces Lydia)— Ay, take care of ber, Maine! 
She is a delicate foul, and as much hocked a if 
the were your hiter. — But, for Heaven's fake, child, 
what is this rigmarole Rory thai Mr. Fable bas dit 
tracted us about ? 

Bev. A very ſerious affair, indeed, madam. 

Abi. Gold. Serious | be's abways ſerious, I think 
—preaching, preaching, for ever preaching | Like 
lady Tout'nam, that builds all the Method chapels. 
-D it's a range thing Mr. Golding Gould 
ncver write me word of all this bufiacts. 

Rev. | have not yet examined the proofs; but 
dare ſay, Mr. Fable bas juſt grovnds for bu pow 
ccedings. 

Ars. Gaid. Lord, bord! bow this breaks nes 
all my arrangements | The g, over my drethag- 
room chimney-picce is Ruck round with carte, vac 
upon al.other—1 am promaice the whole town over 

L4 100 
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for theſe three months. But it's nd matter 
they'll be the death of me—do it don't Ggnify. 
[Throws ber ſelf inte @ chair, 

Bev. We muſt look forward, madam. The 
proſpect is a little gloomy at preſent, but promiſes 
to clear again. No endeavours flall be wanting 
on my part. 

Mr:. Gold. No, I dare fay. You were always 
a good creature—a great favourite of mine, you 
know, always—But I can't tell what poſſeſſed them 
to make you a Man of Buſineſs. If they had been 
ruled by me, they would have put you into the 
guards. You would have made a fweet figure in 
a regimental : Would not he, Lydia? And then 
you'd have had as little to do as Colonel Parade or 
Captain Gilliflower. But I'll look into the red 
book—the only book worth looking into—and fee 
if we can't uſe our intereſt to get you ſome lirtle 
ſnug knecure—a commiſſioner of trade, perhaps, 
or a lord of the admiralty. 

Bev. I begin to feel we have no dependence but 
on ourſelves, madam. 

Mrs. Gold. Well, well—-maydc not, kinfman 
—and yet we have a very genteel fet of acquaint- 
ance. —But, mercy on me, what a ge do 1 
make, if any body fhould call, in this muſlin 
ſhade, 
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ade, and queen's night-cap ! Lydia, my dear ! 
let me leave you here a minute of two, while I 


ſhufflc on my things—and then come to me in my 


Bev. Excuſe me, madam, if 1 veneure to expres 
_ how deeply | am fenfiblce of your appearing 
be affected by my misforruncs: And yet © anne 
not but confefs that | feel your compatbion imo 
as painfully as 2 reproach —for | am conkiow | 
have not deferved it. 

Lydia. Youched a 3 am with the revert of 
your fituation, Mr. Bevericy, | will noe diffembic 
to you that | am plcaſed with the change in your 
dehaviour. , 

Bev. Still, Rill, this very approbation ſerves 22 
reproach me with the impropriety of ay ai won 
dudt towards you. I feet it; 1 requuet your ee 
givench of it; and Gould be happy ww pals the 
reſt of my life in endeavouring to 

Lydia. Make vo apologies to me, Mr. Bevert-+; 

L nave 


154 THE MAN OF BUSINESS. 


I have no right to expect them, nor has your con- 
duct rendered them neceſſary. Moſt young gentle- 
men who pique themſelves on their knowledge of 
the world, act much in the jame manner as you 
behaved to me. 

Bev. It is too true ; but it is not the fwarm of 
coxcombs that renders them leſs impertinent or 
troubleſome. I ought not to have adopted their 
contemptuous airs, without being maſter alſo of 
their tame inſenſibility ; yet I had youth to plead 
in excuſe for my vanities; and I flatter myſelf, 
diſtracts me when I think of it—might have ren- 
dered me an object leſs unworthy your compatſhon. 
Calamity has torn the veil from my eyes, and I 
now ſec, but too plainly, not only your excellence, 
but my own imperfections. 

Lydia. Calamity is a ſevere maſter, yet amend- 
ment can ſcarce be purchaſed too dearly : And as 
your errors have been venial, your diſtreſs may be 
but tranſient 3 nay, may, perhaps, at laſt be the 
means of your happineſs. 

Bev. Impoſſible ! impoſſible ! However I may 
be reſtored to affluence, I can never, never taſte 
of happineſs. I have thrown away—perhaps wan- 
tonly too—I have thrown away the jewel that 

| ſhould 
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ſhould have been the pride and bictkng of my lite. 
— Oh, Lydia ! the feckags of workily diſtreſs are 
nothing to the agomes of 2 detpammng Action. 
My tuation cxtorts from me what | have hucherto 
endeavoured to conceal, even from ayicif. | love 
you—l feel | long have loved you—though wretch 
and fool enough to be almoit aihamed of 2 pathon 
in which I ought to have glocied. 1 am now 
perhaps too ſeverely—dy bang the very hopes 
of ever obtaining you. 

Lydia. Do not run from one dangerous extreme 
to another, Mr. Bevericy; but guard againt de 
ſpondency, as well as vanity and prefumpron. 1 
ſee you are much agitated, much det enz and 
what it would, perhaps, have been dangorous ind 
unpardonable to have owned to vou but voitertay, 
to-day I ſhall not ferupic to decizre. Humricd 
2227, 26 you VESt, by 2 torrent of falkinaudic r2- 
company, | thought I could difcern in ,our mud 


you had fclefted, and too fuſccprible nor to be 
in danger from fuch ſocicty. It is ao wonder, 
therefore, if | felt any growing partialicy for you, 


that I endeavoured to refitiain it. 
Bev. 
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Bev. To reſtrain it ! Say rather, to extinguiſh it. 
—Oh, 1 now perceive all my vretehedueia.— ut, 
to be ſupplanted by my boſom-friend ! by Denier ! 
Lydia. I am at a lots to comprehend you. 
Bev. He confeſſed to me his paſhon for you 
but this very morning—not an hour ago, he de- 
clared to me his intention of making you ſerious 


propoſals. 

Lydia. Such propoſals would be ſure of being 
with the utmoſt indignation. 
Bev. What do I hear? May I ill hope then? 
And are you refolved not to liſten to his ad- 
dreſſes? 

Lydia. I am too well acquainted with his charac- 
ter. His manners, indeed, are lively, and bis 
worldly turn enables him to work himſelf into the 
friendſhip of others; eſpecially, thoſe like your- 
felf, Mr. Beverlcy—of an undeſiguing open-heart- 
ed character—in order to avail himfelf of their 
foibles, promote his intereſt, and gratify his pe- 
nury. Rely not too ſecurely on the warmth of 
his profcſhons! Steady to no point but his intereſt, 
you will find him ſhifting in his conduct, according 
to the revolutions in your fortune. He ſeemed at 
firſt defirous to unite me to you; but now, hearing, 
1 ſuppoſe, of the alteration in your circumſtances, 
and the late remittances in my favour, it is per- 
fectly 


THE MAN OF BUSINESS. »37 


ſectiy agreeable to his ſenrimenes, to endeavour 
tw fapplant you. As yer, however, be bas made 
me no overtures. 
Bev. So far then, at leaft, he is not unfaich- 
ful. But, ob, my Lydia! may I interpret your 
repPugnance to his addreffes 25 2n argument w my 
favour ? 

Lydis. 1 have already frankly deckred avy one 
nion of your character. It now remains wich row 
to prove the truth of that opunzon, and to rr 
my reſolution accordingly. Do bur bear up unt 
adverfity, fo as to bew yourſelf cqual i the pad 
ble return of profperiey—a trial, perivaps, wa 
tunes more dangerom—and be and, Mr. Bo- 
veriey, that, with the approbation of my friends, 
I hall be happy ts give every proof of ay clteem 
for fo valuable a character. 

Bev. My deareft Lydia ! [infflng bor hand] Mo 
dit, amiable Lydia ! When you arow often, 
let me preſume to conſtrue it den Oh, L- 
dia, you have made me ford of avy muforruncs. 
Eaſe and afflucnce corupred me, and had & 
weakened and enervated my mand, that the rough 
ſtroke of adverſity would have tunnel me beynnt 
the power of recovery, had not your gentle huad 
raiſed me to the hope of happineſs. Take your 

pupil, 
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pupil, Lydia z and render him—for you only can 
effeQ it—ob, render him worthy of fo dear, fo 
exquiſite a monitreſs ! [Exeunt. 


HAT muſt I ſay to Mr. Fable, Sir? 

Trep. Only let him know that his old 
friend, Mr. Tropick, the ſhip's huſband, defires to 
ſpeak with him. 

Serv. I ſhall, Sir. [ Ext. 

| Trepick alone. 

Yes, I ſhall ſpeak to him—and pretty roundly too, 
I believe —What times we live in! No morals, 
no order, no decency ! Barefaced villainy at one 
end of the town, and villainy in a maſk at the 
other !—But my old friend here a hypocrite! 1 
ſhould almoſt as ſoon have miſtruſted myſelf. It 
is an unthankful officc to give advice and reproof ; 
but it is the duty, as well as privilege, of thoſc 
who have been long acquainted with cach other, 
10 
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to let an old friend know, that all the workt 
thinks him 2 ſcoundrelL —Oh, here he is. Fit give 
i: him ITU lecture bhim—1 1 

Enter H. 

Fable. Ha! my old friend, Tropick | How ae 
you? how do you? 

Trop. Well, very weil. 

Fable. | am glad on't; I rejoice to fee you. 

Trop. May be fo, may be fo. 

Fable. And your family ?—All well, I hope. 

Trep. All very well. 

Fable. And the young fupercargo *—tHow docs 
he go on ? 

Trop. Mighty well, mighty well. 

Fable. Excellem !|—— And his cher brother, that 
was placed at Madrafs, is he removed to Bengal 
yet, as he propoſed ? 

Trop. He is, he is; but—— | 

Fable. That's right: Madrafs for health, ng ud 
for wealth !—that's the maxim there, you know. 

Trop. Very true, very truc ; but— 

Fable. And Mrs. Tropick tow—How is the 7 
How is your wife? 

Trop. Paw! let my wifc alone? I want © 
ſpeak with you, old Fable; I want wo fperk with 
You. 


Foo. 
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Fable. Well ; why don't you then ? 

Trop. Becauſe you hinder me. You ſtop my 
mouth with enquiries, and won't let me ſqueeze 
— — 

Fable. Well, ſpeak. I am all attention. What 
have you to ſay to me ? 

Trep. Have you a fricnd or acquaintance in the 
world ? 


Fable. I think ſo; ſome few true friends, many 


more very ſuſpicious, and a number of common 
acquaintance. 
Trop. And do you expect to keep one, that has 
common ſenſe or common honeſty, for the future ? 
Fable. Yes 5—and yourſclf in particular —But 
what's the matter? If you think I have done any 
thing wrong, it would be but friendly to tell me 


fo. 
Trep. I came on purpoſe to tell you; I came on 
purpoſc to abuſe you, old Fable. 


Fable. 1 am obliged to you; but for what 
reaſon ? 

Trop. Every honeſt man ſhould not only abhor 
a crime, but even keep clear of ſuſpicion. 

Fable. Impoſſible. 

Trop. How ſo? 


* 
6 r „ 
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Fable. Both are not in his power. Net = be 
criminal, indced, lies in his own breaft but fub- 
picion and calumny, in the breaſts and mourhs of 
others. You conkfider yourſelf 2s an bonect man, 
1 ſuppoſe. 

Trop. Zounds | 1 know I am, without confider- 

ing at all. 
Fable. And yet, honeſt as you are, you could 
no more prevent my thanking you 2 raſcal, were 
1 inchned to beheve you cnc, than 1 could hander 
your calling me fo. 

Trop. I tell you, all the world calls you ©. tis 
the talk of the whole ciry—che Alley is full of iz 
—the "Change rings with it—and by 2nd by, 1 
ſuppoſe, the talkers in Leadenhail-treer will ba- 
rangue about it. You are pretty well paragraphed 
Aready, old Fable. 
| Fable. 1 can't help their talking or writing, 1 

can only take care not to deferve it. 

Trep. Not deſerve it — Wb, ws nt Golling, 
the great banker here, your old friend amd acquamn- 
tance ? 

Fable. Moſt intimately fo ; moſt confidentially , 
or, at his departure for Iadia, he would farce have 
truſted his whole family and afairs to my care, 
with the particular charge of young Bevericy. 

Vor.. I. M Trop. 
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Trop. Oh, did he ſo Now we are come to the 
point then.—And a fine guardian you have ſhewn 
yourſclf—a pretty friend to Mr. Golding too! You 
have ſtaggered the edit of the houſe, driven the 
poor young fellow almoſt out of his ſenſes, and 
made yourſelf his ſole truſtee and creditor. Every 
body fees what you drive at—but the court of 
Chancery may bring you to account yet, old Fable. 

Fable. Let the parties file their bill at their plea- 
ſure—or rather, do you be my chancellor. 

Trop. I your chancellor ! 

Fable. Yes, you, my friend. I'll put in ay 
anſwer immediately—but remember, that while | 
call upon your judgment in equity, I muſt alſo ini 
on your ſecrecy. 

Trop. What ! keep it = ſecret that you nor m 
honeſt man Let all the world ſuppoſe you 3 
ſcoundrel ? 

Fable. No matter. | Don't let your zeal for wy 
character teach them to unriddle the myſtery a: 
preſent ; but rather aſſiſt me in carrying on my 
project. Firſt, however, promiſe lence, Give 
me your word, old friend. 

Trep. My bonour—Now you know you are ſure 
of me. 

Fable. I am convinced of it. You muſt know, 
then. 
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then, that the danger of the houl”, and the rum of 
young Beverley, is all 2 mere fiction. 
Trep. A lic !—Zounds! to what purpote ? 
Fable. The beit in the world. —A whats lis, ay 
fnend! to reſcue Bevericy, and fave Mr. Guiding. 
Trop. A white lie I doo't vaderttand you 
Explan. 
Fable. The young man was in the high rad ©s 
deſtruction, and driving at ſuch 2 rate that he mult 
ſoon have overſct the whole wadertaking —bt was 
time to pull the check-ttring. —To ſpeak plainly; 
intoxicated as he was by picaſure and vanity, and 
countenanced by Mrs. Golding, who ought to have 
diſcouraged him, direct advice would have been 
thrown away upon him. But could 1 tand by 2 
blent and inactive ſpectator of the rum of 2 whole 
family ? No. Finding bim incorrigible by foſter 
means, I conjurcd up the phantom oi poverty. ihe 
meaſures I have taken have already brought him 
to reaſon z he promiſes to become 2 new man; I 
ſhall ultimately appear to be a true friend ; and the 
credit of the houſe will be more firmly eſtabliſhed 
than ever. 
Trop. I am ſpeechleſs —firuck dumb—ryou have 
taken my breath away—T1 have not 4 word tw fay 
27 ainft you—you are 2 very worthy, fenfible, honeſt 
M 2 fellow, 
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fellow, old Fable. You have redeemed your friend 
Golding, and will be the making of the young 
fellow's fortune. 

Fable. Nay, 1 can't take the credit of his refor- 
mation entirely to myſelf neither. He is in love, 
it ſeems, with a moſt amiable young lady, whoſe 
tenderneſs is redoubled by his misfortunes, while 
no calamity ſeems to affet his mind but the ima- 
ginary want of a fortune ſuitalle to his pretenfions 
to her. 

Trop. And how can you anſwer it to yourſelf, 
to retain his money in your hands, when he wiſhes 
to make fo laudable a uſe of it? 

Fable. 1 don't mean to retain it. Finding Be- 
verley in ſo fair a way of amendment, I have a 
ready fet another wheel in motion, and (un- 
known to him) circulated a report of a ſadden turn 
of fortune in his favour. 

Trop. Unknown to him, d'ye fay ? 

Fable. Totally ; and it is plcaſant enough to fſce 
how aukwardly he receives the civilities which arc 
paid to him in conſequence of this report, while, 
unconſcious of the cauſe, he expects (according to 
the way of the world) nothing but flights and 
reproaches. To confirm the report, however, and 
to put him into good humour with himſelf again, 

I mean 


THE MAN OF BUSINESS. 16; 


I mcan to ſend a pretended agent or meticnger w 
him, with letters and confiderablc remattances, a4 
from Mr. Golding. Al8EE want is a truſty perfor 
to diſcharge fuch a commaibon. 

Trep. Can I be of any uſe to you ? 

Fable. Infinite, if you would undertake this 
negociation. 

Trop. 1!-—Why, 1 am unknown in the family, 
tis true — but then the lerrers— Mr. Golding's hand, 

Fable. Oh, reaſons may be afgned for his mak- 
mg uſc of another hand. —Befrdes, they won't be 
cxamined fo nicely. You come w bring money, 
not to receive it—and that makes 2 wide difference. 
But we loſe time. Will you aft me ? 

Trop. I will —hand 2nd heart —budy and foul, 
old Fable. Let me have the ores, fails, maits, and 
rigging, and I'll fit him out 2 handfometly as any 
veſſel I ever furniſhed in my life. Yow are 2 rac» 
hearted, ſound-bottomed fellow, old Fable. Bur 
what an afs have I made of myſelfi—Here 441 
come open-mouthed to reproach you for your 
_ roguery;z; and now you have perſuaded me w 
become your accomplice. 

Fable. My ally—leagued in honour, not com- 
bined and confederated in villany. But, come with 
M 3 me 
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tne to my cloſet, and I'll furniſh you with the 
needful. 

Trop. ll follow you ; but I muſt, I muſt aft 
your pardon firſt. It touched me to the quick to 
hear you were a raſcal, and I could not help telling 
you . beg your pardon again, and again, and 
again, my friend. You are one of the worte 
men in the world-—But, you know, there are nota 
more filly, empty, inſolent, impudent, ignorant, 
lying vermin, than your framers of common 
reports, and collectors of perſonal paragraphs— 
wretches that pretend to know every thing, and 
know nothing. Y our thoughts, words and actions, 
they know them all z what you have done, what 
you are doing, and what you imend to do, they 
know know what a Papiſt tells his confeffor, or 
the king whiſpers the queen ; things that never 
have been, will be, nor are like to be, ſtill they 
know——true or falſe, right or wrong, praiſe or 
blame, they don't care a halfpenny.— And I, to give 
a moment's credit to them ! Forgive me this once, 
my friend 3 and for the ſuture, without certain 
authority, Tu never believe a word I hear from 
common report, or depend upon a ſyllable I read 
in the news-papers. [E. 


Emer 
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The fire. 
Enter Lord Rut and Colonel Ratiſh. 
Col. Rai. But do you think there is any wack in 
this report, my lord ? | 
Lord Rict. Fatt —you may depend upon't. A 
proctor from the city, who came to me about my 
fuit with lady Riot, now depending in the Com- 
mons, told me that he heard it at the Se. PanPFs 
Coffee-houſe, from a gentleman that brought the 
news piping-hot from Sir George Sterling at Gar- 
raway's, and from other particular friends of old 
Fable. 
Col. Rab. So then Beverley is upon his legs again, 
and is not ruined, after all. 
L. Riet. Full of treafure as 2 mine, with 2 
certain income as large as 2 jaghire—fcar home 
whole lachs of rupees by the laſt Indiaman, and 
buſhels of diamonds 2s plenty 25 Scotch pebbles. 
Col. Rab. A lacky turn for Beverley! with! 
had known it before ; I would not have black-balled 
him at Stapylton's; bur, fab, I rhoughr be had 
nothing for it but to ſhoot humfelf. 
L. Riz. He is aftually meditating 2 very de- 
fpcrate aftion. I hear he is going to be married. 
Col. Rai. Ay? to whom, my lond? 
4 £. Re. 
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L. Ria. Why, to miſs—Oh, here he is, to give 
an account of himfclf. 


| Enter Beverley. 

How do you, how do you, Beverley? Nay, never 
look ſo grave and ſerious, man ! I know you have 
no occahon. But why did you not call as I defred 
you, Beverley? I love to ſerve you, and ſhould have 
been very glad to fee you? 

Bev. 1 am obliged to your lordſhip, but I have 
been engaged in particular buſineſs. 
L. Rist. Bufincſs! You uſed to think pleaſure 


Col. RA. Ab, that's the true language of a man 
that is making a fortune and rolling in money, my 
lord. But, Beverley, my dear boy, why did you 
not call on me, if you ever thought there was the 
leaſt ſhadow of an occaſion ? You muſt be fure 
that all I could command was entirely at your 
ſervice. 

Bev. I am obliged to you, colonel z but there 
was not the leaſt neceſſity for it. 

L. Riot, No, no; ſo it ſeems. I am very glad 
to hear it. Will you look in upon us at Almack's 


this evening, Beverley ? 


B.. 
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Bev. It will not be in my 

power, my lord. 

—— — Aéꝛ 

to-day. There is fome excellent cht. Will 

—— 
now, I k 

to Mr. Denier. _ _ 

L. Ries. Well ; let ws fee you foon; tos ia 
5 dn 
NO 
No; don't ket ws hoſe 

you 5 
ä In the mean time, I 
you much joy. 
L Riz. So do 1. Good day, Beverley? 


Col. Rat. Good day, good day > you, Berexiey 
. — 


— Bever ey alone. 
| me joy! what do they mean ? 
infult me! No, no ; —— - 
Wy — 
oddly on the firſt back of my irn. Bus, 
perhaps, my ſenfbility was too quick on that oc- 
calbon, and my confufon on the breaking out of 
my misfortunes made me fee every thing through 
2 falſe medium. Yes, yes, I dare fay I wronged 
my friends, and | am heartily concerned at it. 


k ner 
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Enter Cab. 

Cas. Oh, Mr. Beverley, your ſervant! Iam 
glad I have found you. I have juſt been at your 
houſe to deſire you to diſcount theſe bills. They 
are indorſed by good men, and have not above a 
fortnight or three weeks to run, Sir. 

Bev. Difcount, Mr. Caſh ? What do you mean ; 
You know I never venture to do any thing of that 
fort at preſent. 

Cas. Not venture, indeed Well ſaid, Mr. 
Beverley j you are pleaſed to be pleaſant. 

Bev. I wiſh you would pleaſe to be ferious. 1 
am fo, I can affure you, Mr. Caſh. 

Caſh. What ! you won't diſcount the bills then? 

Bev. No. 

Cafh. Confider the names at the back of them. 

Bev. No matter. It don't ſuit us. 

Cad. It don't ſuit us,” —that's the banker's 
old anſwer in the negative. When you're come to 
that, I am fure you won't do it—1 am forry for it— 
I muſt try ſome other houſe—Your ſervant. { Exit. 

Bev. Yours !—Now for Denier. {Gorng. 


| Enter Hazard. 
Haz. Mr. Beverley! one word with you, if you 
plcaſc. 


Bev. 
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Bev. ( 

K. ] Mr. Homard! Your plenfare, 
Hen. We have Francs 
a policy here 
— forte nn 
- ſhould de glad of your name borrom 

i at the 
— — han-tfome 
premium, ir Francis o ute He 
—— is is 2 very . 
— — — 
. 
— — — 
——— ere Hazard . 
to i 
0 W oO 
1 | you! ha, ha, ba! ruin you—s 
—— 3 = —.— 
Bev. Do —— 
—— — | | 
= no—[ don't kuyh it you—bur 
— ! ha, Vun Gl = 
not at fifty 
* Nr. Ou 
oy ny eo, — 
application at this time as — 
umpertmen- pu- 
acularly impertinent. * 
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Hax. Know my fituation Lord, how ſome folks 
ſwell on their good fortune! He is turning fine 
gentleman again already, I perceive. —impertinent, 
guotha !—I wiſh he would have ſet his name to the 
policy, tho'—I would rather not have had an 
Iraclite among the underwriters—however, let 
the worſt come to the worſt, we are ſure of little 
Abraham at laſt. Impertinent, indeed! (Exit. 
Beverley alone. 


This affront, among many other mortifications, is 
brought upon me by my paſt folly and imprudcnce. 


Not only cenſured by the ſeuſible and the generous, 
but reproached by the baſc, ridiculed by the mali- 
cious, and inſulted by the meaneſt of mankind— 
Confuſion !—But it is no wonder that I ſhould be 


Lydia. Nay, ceaſe, I beſeech you, Sir! Do not, 
by urging me on a point ſo very difagreeable, ren- 
der it too painful a taſk to preſerve that reſpect for 
you, that I wiſh to maintain ! 

Denier. Engaging Lydia! How much your 

| reſerve 
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reſerve becomes you. Yet, ket me fler myſelf it 
is mere coyneſs ; and theſe lirtie prudenes ; tor © 
1 will ſuppoſe them—<c2ll forth acw graces un your 
character, and revive the fame you would! amcmpe 


latent qualikcanons.— Y ou, who fermed hwy w 
dcfarous of recommending Mr. Bevericy, and nos, 
with your own addreffes. 

Demier. Bevericy |—Bevericy s convinced of mv 
iniolable frendfhip for him bat it > no won, 
Lydia, that I, who had daily and howly oppor- 
tunitics of contemplating your pericctions, thoukt 
be more deeply ruck, than he that Gow you N 
occakGonally. I hould not, however, fuck is my 
Lydie. Indifference * As to that, Sir, Mr. Be- 
verley's indifference, or Mr. Bevericy's partiality, un 
this inſtance, is not at all material. I am placed 
in your family, it is truc; aud my Gtuation in life 
is not as yet politively aſcertained, I was taught 
to believe, indeed, that I ſhould cre now have 
been received and acknowledged by my fricad>: 

Bu: 
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But I conſider ſome late events as an carneſt of 
their ſpeedy appearance, and I truſt they will offer 
no violence to my inclinations. I am determined, 
at leaſt, in my own breaſt ; and be aſſured, Sir, that 
no intereſt, no force, no time, ſhall ſhake my te- 
ſolution. | 
Denier. Your friends, madam, may poſſibly be 
of a different opinion; and though I might not 
wiſh them to put any conſtraint on you, they will 
hardly be partial to the ruinous ſtate of poor 
Beverley. 
Lydia. In you, Sir, his intimate friend, ſuch a 
reflection is particularly ungenerous: Yet do net 
preſume too much upon that notion, Sir ! What- 
ever I may think of Mr. Beverley, fortune at leaft 
appears inclined to favour him. 

Demir. Riddles! riddles, Lydia 

Lydia. You have not heard the late news then. 
He now ſeems as much courted by profperity, as 
he was but lately threatened by misfortunes : And 
I am this moment going with Mrs. Carlton, to give 
Mrs. Golding joy on the occahon. 

Denier. And to congratulate Beverley ? 

Lydia. Perhaps fo—but be that as it may, you 
muſt at leaſt allow that I have dealt candidly with 
ven. Grave as I may ſeem, Sir, I would not with 
to appear a prude ; and I ſcorn all coquetry. [ Exit. 

Demir. 
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Demer alone. 

Yes, yes; ſhe's fond of Beverley, I fre nat 
ingly fond of him and when 2 fentimental lady is 
once touched by 2 foud paſſion, the rage is incur- 
able.— But this ſudden turn of fortune too in his 
favrour—that T warrant has its cet with er 
gold, gold, will have its weight— I thall won know 
the particulars. —In the mc2n time, ſuppoſe 1 make 
2 merit with Beverley of facrificing my paſſion to 
him. He certainly likes her; and it will te a 
cheap piece of generofity to refign that which I 
have no hopes of obtaining. I love to huſband my 
good offices: Ay, ay ! that's the truc policy? w 
gain the good will of others, without touching 
your own property.—Make 2 ſmall prefent to thote 
that you are ſure want nothing at all, and it turn 
to account, like money put out 2t high innere. 
And ever, ever open your purſe, and offerts lend 
to thoſe, who you know have no occafion to borrow? 


Bev. Good day, Denicr ! 1 was impaticnt to foe 


you. 
Denicr. Yes, | dare fay. 1 knew ou would not 
* 
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be long out of the houſe. But come ; confeſs ho- 


neſtiy, Bevericy ! Was this viſit wholly defigned 
for me? Was it not partly—nay, chiefly—imtended 
for Lydia ? 

Bev. Lydia —Lydia !—I ſhould have been very 
glad to fee Lydia—1 hope the is well. 

Denier. Very well—and very much at your ſer- 
vice—very much at your ſervice, Beverley. 

Bev. What do you mean ? 

Denier. Ian what I fay—and I have been 
thinking too on what paſſed at our laſt meeting, 
Beverley. 
Bev. On what ſubject? 
Denier. Nay, nay z there is but one ſubject of 
any conſequence now, you know. But I am afraid 
you diſſembled with your friend a little. You 
ſhould be frank and generous with me. The com- 
merce of friendſhip can't ſubſiſt without it ; and 1 
have that title to the knowledge of what paſſes in 
your breaſt, Beverley. 

Bev. It was then in a ſtate of inſurrection, and 
I was not maſter of its emotions, nor, indeed, well 
able to marſhal or diſtinguiſh them : But you know 
I never ſcrupled to lay my heart open to you. 

Denier. Why, to do you juſtice, I believe your 
not being explicit, aroſe from the agitation of your 

mind 
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mind at that inſtant, rather than from want of Gn- 


ccrity—and | was a lathe fow of appreciation on 
my part—but now we perfectly waderitand cach 
other. —1 fee you love Lydia: 1 am 4 
and, out of friendibip and regard w you, ay dear 
— —_—— up all my peertcugoens ww 


at 

Denicr. Not ut all—aot at all—all my good others 
with her friends, my correſpondents in Inc, Mr. 
Fable, and your own family, you have 2 mnghe w 
command. 

Bev. Your kindnefs overwhelms me. How 
f.amefully was | difpoſey tor 2 ume to do injuttice 
to fricndihip! I now deſpiſc the mean and narrow 
common-place maxims, of our trends falling off 
from us. "There is a jealouſy in the unforrunato—— 
a unworthy ſuſpicion of neglect and contempt 
on account of their diſtrefſes— My fightcet ac 
quaintance have given me proofs of their good 
will, and your fricudthip is above all acknuwicily- 
ment. 

Demier. | am happy un an ef teſtifying 


1 
2 


1 
= 
Y 
' 
| * 
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Deu. My beſt friend 
Denier, My dear, dear Beverley | 
[Excunt, prefſong bands, embracing, protefling, Ce. 


F 
0 


An apartment in Golding's bouſe. 
Enter Fable and Check. 


Fail. 

HIS way, this way, Check! And are you 
ſure, quite ſure, this is fact? 
Check. Too true, Sir. 
Fable. Speculated in India-ſtock, do you ſay ? 
Check. To an incredible amount, Sir ! here's the 
particular, Sir. 
Fable. Let me ſee—let me ſee—{ looking at the 
paper.) Confuſion !—and had you no knowledge or 
ſuſpicion of theſe tranſactions till now, Check ? 

Check. Not the leaſt item, Sir. Little Smouſe 
the broker is but juſt gone, and ſays he has done 
more ſtock for my young maſter, than ſor half the 
reſt of the alley. 

Fable. What imprudence ! what madneſs ! 

| Check. 
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Chech. High play, indeed, Sir! Sir Charles 
© Ducat of Minciag-lane, and my young maſter, is 
ſeems, have had the whole game berween them. 
My young maſter is the bull, and Sir Charles is 
the bear. He agreed for ftock, cxpeting it ts be 
ap at three hundred by this tunc ; but, kck-a<day, 
Sir, it has been falling ever fince.— You know the 
reſcounter day, Sir; and if Mr. Bevericy does not 
hours, the world cannot hinder his being 2 hme 
duck. | 

Fable. It ſcarce fignifies what becomes of him 

Check. Ay, if Mr. Bevericy fails, the whoke 
houſe muſt ſuffer, Sir. Having ed the hte run 
upon us, our credit was firmer than ever. —Bue, 
after a tumble in the Alley, our notes will zo more 
paſs than a light guinez. 
Fable. Is Mr. Bevericy within ? 
Check, I thought I beard him come in juft as 1 
was following you hither, Sir. 
Fable. Let him know 1 defire to fpeak with him. 
Check. I will, Sir. { Ee. 


Fabie alone. 

So To trifle with ſerious matters is playing with 
Gre, I find. The ruin I counterfeined is now 
Nz decumung 
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becoming real; and the meaſures I embraced to 
reform Beverley, and fave my friend, will only 
ſerve to haſten their deſtrution. The ſuddennefs 
of the alarm confounds me. The ſhortneſs of the 
time too !—Oh, you are here, Sir. 


Emer Beverley. 

Bev. To attend your pleaſure, Sir. 

Fable. To witneſs your own irretrievable ruin, 
Sir !—How comes it, Mr. Beverley, how comes it, 
I fay, that you have hitherto kept your adventuring 
in the Alley, your infamous gambling in India- 
ſtock, ſo profound a ſecret from me ? 


Bev. Spare your reproaches, Mr. Fable ! They 
are necdleſs. I know all my fault, and all my 


miſcry. Ruin and infamy now ſtare me in the 
face, and drive me to deſpair. 'The vain hopes I 
had cheriſhed of avoiding both arc fruſtrated ; and 
there is not at this moment a more pitiable object 
than the wretch you now ſce before you. 

Fable. Pitiable ! And what part of v c 
duct, Sir, has entitled you to compaſſion Le 
that compaſſion, which the characteriſtick huma- 
nity of this nation has ever ſhewn to the unſortu- 
nate ?—ſometimes, indeed, to the imprudent f— 
Have you, Sir, any claim to this ? You, who hare 
ſo groſiy abuſed the mutual confidence between 

man 
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man and man, and betrayed the unportant wait 
repoſed in you——Whar ! 2 banker ! 2 banker, Mr. 
Bevericy, not only ſquandcring bis own fortune, 
but playing with the property of others -e pro» 
perty of unconſcious perfons tlencly melting away, 
as if by forgery, under his hands, withour their 
own prodigality — And is fuck 2 man, becaute 
he is at length buried in the ruin be has pulled 
down on others, an objet of compaiion * No, 
Sir, nothing is to be Hncnted but the mukincts of 
his puniſhment. 

Bev. "The very atrociouſnefs of his crime, the 
pungency of his guile and remocte, which put him 
upon a rack ſcverer than any penal laws could de- 
viſe, till render him an object of party. 

Fable. Your remorſe and reformation, I fear, 
confidence that would clic have prompted you ww 
lay open this dark tranſaction, as well as the rei 
of your unjuſtifiable extravagance ? Your candour, 
in that ſtance, would at leaſt have argued the 
Gncerity of your profethons, and afforded 2 real 
proof of your penitence. 

Bev. Oh, Sir, do not attribute my lence wo 
deceit ! I had been taught to hope and believe thas 
the event would have proved profperocs; and 

N 3 thought 
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thought to have ſurpriſed you, and charmed Ly- 
dia, with my unexpected good fortune. But, oh, 
what a cruel reverſe have I now to experience! 

Fable. A reverſe that the daily experience of 
thouſands might have warned you to avoid, rather 
than to build your hopes on ſuch a ſandy founda- 
tion, The tide of caſtern riches flowing in upon 
us, which might have ſcattered plenty over our 
country, ſuch adventurers as you, Mr. Beverley, 
have rendered the parent of poverty, and the 
means of almoſt generai bankruptcy. A fimple 
individual to riſe to-day worth half a million—an 
undone man tv-morrow ! Arc theſe the principles 
of commerce ? Were theſe the lefſons which your 
worthy father tranſmitted to you? or which I 
have inculcated ? 

Bev. Have mercy, Mr. Fable; confider my 
fituation, and do not ſeek to aggravate the horrors 
of it! I who fo lately thought myſelf in the road 
to proſperity, hoping to retrieve my fortune, and 
redeem my character, now ſhortly to be branded 
as the moſt ſaithleſs of beings, the baſeſt of man- 
kind ! DiſtraQtion ! | 
Fall. Your fituation, I own is dreadful ; but by 
what an unpardonable complication of depravity 
as ts a es dams 
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Not content with one fpecics of enormity, but in- 
duſt riouſiy multiplying your ruin, and combining 
in yourſelf the double vices of a Man of Bufinels, 
and a Man of Pleaſure ! Gambling the whole morn» 
ing in the Alley, and finting down at night w 
dine - and hazard at St. James's ; by way, 
making yourſclf a prey to the rooks and hacks 
at one end of the town, and the bulls and bears at 
the other ! Formerly, 2 young (pcndibriſt was 
contented with one fpecics of prodigahry—dut it 
was reſerved for you and yuur precious atlocrutcs 
to compound this new medicy of folly, this obo 
of vice and cxtravagance, 4 vacc mckabing the 
diflolutencſs of an abandoned debauoher, the ch 
canery of a pettyſogger, and the diaty wicking of 
2 fraudulent Rock-jobbing broker. 

Bev. Go on ; go on, Sir! it is kf than 1 meric, 
and I can cadure it with paticnce. My ha ba» 
miliation was but the prologue W my tyal run. 
The mot defperate calamity cannct now make 
me more maſcrable. 

Fable. Oh, Bevericy did you but know the un- 
folation I had in tore for you, the themes £3 had 
formed to make you caly in your curcumibuaces, 
and happy in your love, you would Will more wo» 


Zev. 
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Bev. Happy in my love !{—Oh, Lydia, I dare not 
even think of my preſumption in having aſpired 
to your favour! 

Fable. Go, young man! go to thoſe friends on 
whom you formerly placed ſuch reliance, and try 
what they will contribute to deliver you from 
ruin Leave me a while—ſtudying to exert my 
weak endeavours to preſerve my friend—or, if 
they fail, truggling to arm my mind with fortitude 
and patience. 

Bev. Where ſhall I direct myſelf? to whom 
ſhall I apply? My ftuation, I fear, is hopeleſs. 
The inhabitant of a dungeon, under ſentence of 
execution, is in à ſtate of happineſs, to what I feel 
at this moment. [ Exit. 

Fable aloe. 


Tho? he appears at this inſtant fo very culpable, 
I cannot but be touched by his agitation and re- 
morſe.— Let this is not a moment for paſhon, but 
reflection. The ruin, if not prevented, fo tho- 
roughly overwhelming ! The time fo prefſing ! My 
friend abſent! The property I can command, 
large and conſiderable as it is, not to be converted 
into ſpecie directly !—What can be done? — Mr. 
—U—U—- mes aa a - 
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which I muſt now prevent his delivenng, a+ well 
as the fuppoled teen tw Beverieyw— per thas 
will be far, very far from fulſkcient—bow w make 
up the reſt then ?— There is oac way unkeeb —but 
is that warrantable ? Lydia's trruit-moncy. — tha | 
a right, on any pretcence whatever, w lay ay bands 
but for a moment, on that facred depoic — 
yet, where would be the injury? Iam fare of oe 
placing the ſum before there is the ait probability 
of its being demanded: and that refource, in 
conjunction with others already in my power, 
would ſupply every emergency. My bent trend 
would be reſcued from certain rum, even the trant- 
greſſon of Beveriey might be concealed from the 
world, and Lydia would fuifer no wrong, aor cven 
be alarmed by ſuſpicion. It hall be ©. Fi fe 
this broker, and ſettle the matter ummediatcly.— 
And yet, my heart recoils at this traniction. 
The moſt pious frauds arc at leaſt ambiguous; 
and I feel it as the mot cruct neceffity © be 
driven to indirect means, even tor the moit genere 
ous purpoſes. —But | bave entangled myicit by 
one crooked achon, and | mutt cadcavourts redeem 
all by another. [ Eu. 


„ 
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Another apartment in the ſame houſe. 
Enter Handy and Mrs. Flounce. 


Handy. Oh! if this be the caſe, I ſhall give 

Mrs. Flounce. So ſhall I, I promiſe them. 
Ruined indecd ! In my mind it is a monſtrous piece 
of impudence in theſe trumpery merchant-people 
to keep gentlefolks for their ſervants, like people of 
quality.——Mrs. Golding quotha !—a gentlewoman 
of my gentecl family—as wealthy a rope-maker's 
daughter as any in the city of Briftol! equal to 
Mrs. Golding, I hope, at any time. 

Handy. Equal, Mrs. Flounce ! ay, and a great 
deal ſuperior. An old worn-out bit of beggar's- 
tape, that binds the hem of quality !—imitating 
counteſſes and duchefics—endcavouring to adapt 
her vulgar weſt-country airs to the meridian of St. 
James's —aping, in her Briſtol manner, the airs 
and graces of perſons of faſhion-—but no more 
like perſons of faſhion, than a Briſtol ſtone is to 2 
diamond 

Mrs. Flounce. Well! ſervice, as they ſay, is no 
inheritance, Mr. Handy—ſo I ſha'n't go into place 
again—not I, truly—l have taken a houſe at 

Hogſden, 
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Hogſden, and intend to ſet up 23 boarding-ichout 
to teach young ladics breeding. 
Handy. And you'll have great fuceefs, I dare 
ſay, Mrs. Flounce.—As to me, my maſter was to 
have got me a good place in the India-boutt ; or 
to have ſent me out with the next cargo of judges 
and generals to Bengal. —But now he's ruined 
in the Alley, his intereſt I fuppote is all gone 
2s well as his principal—ech, Mrs. Flouace ? But 
this is always the cafe, when Lombard-Sercet will 
travel to Pall-Mall. Quite another hainude | bs 
not it, Mrs. Flounce ?—But odfo! here's men 
body coming up turn fertile thus macter 1a 
the houſckeeper's room. Your hand, my dear? 
Ars. Flounce. And my heart too, Mr. Handy ? 
but I hall pick 2 quarrel with my hdy, and gre 
warning 25 ſoon as ſhe comes home. 
Handy. To be fare, Mrs. Floance | There's 
nothing more to be got in this houſe. We'll hock 
give warning immediately ; and we'll give up the 
month's wages to the poor devils, our of mere 
charity. Eat. 
Enter @ Servant, followed by Gaidang. 


Geld. Mr. Fable not at home, Ce fay ? 
Serv. But juſt gone out, Sir. 
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Gold. Nor Mr. Bererlcy ? 

Serv. No, Sir. 

Gold. Nor Mrs. Golding neither ? 

Serv. My lady has been abroad with two other 
ladies moſt part of the morning, but we expect her 
home very ſoon, Sir. | 

Gold. Well—well—as ſoon as any of them re- 
turn, let me know. 

Serv. I will, Sir. [Exit. 


Golding alone. 


Very ſtrange all this! I don't underſtand one word 
I have heard or read of my friends, or myſelf, or 
my affairs, fince I landed. Thou art in a maze, 
friend Golding! But a man who comes home 
from the Indies, muſt expect at his return to meet 
with ſome new events to ſurpriſe him—his houſe 
burat, his daughter cloped, his ſon engaged in a 
| fray, his wife dead, or ſome little accident. The 
principal object of my voyage too has not yet 
anſwered, though in other points it has amply 
ſucceeded. I long to ſee Mr. Fable, or Beverley, 
or my wife—Who have we here ? 


Emer Trepick. 
What is your pleaſure, Sir? 
Trep. 
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Trop. To fpeak with Mr. Beverley. Bur he is 
not at home, they fay. 

Gald. So it feems, Sir. 

Trop. Having ſome very particular bufincts with 
him, I muſt beg leave to wait for his turn. 

Gald. | am concerned in Mr. Beveriey's affairs. 
Pray, Sir, what is your bine? You may wut 
it to me, Fir. 

Trop. I bare letters of great conſequence from 
abroad to deliver to bim, and fume more to Mr. 
Fable. 

Gold. From abroad! From what part of the 
world and from whom, Sir ? 
acquaintance, Mr. Golding. 

Ga. Mr. Golding !—So, here's an old friend 
and acquaintance of mine that F never fow uw ay 
life before. [afide.}— And pray, bow is Mr. Gold- 
ing, Sir ? 

Trop. Never better, Sir. 

Gold. Where is be at preſent, Sir ? 

Trep. In India, Sir. 

Gold. What part of India? 

Trop. Bengal. 

GC | don't know that ever | had the picature 
of ſeeing Mr. Golling. Pray, what fort of a man 
is he ? 


* 
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Trop. As good a fort of man as breathes, Sir. 
Gold. Yes ; but his perſon? 

Trop. Oh, as to his perſon, that is indifferent 
per old gentleman, ſhorter by the head and ſhoul- 
ders than you or I, Sir. —A little merry man though 
—many 2 curry have I cat in his company 
many a ſagar have little Goldy and I ſmoaked to- 
gether. 

Gold. What ! you and little Goldy are particular 
friends then? 

Trop. Very particular ; or he hardly would have 
entruſted me with my preſent commiſſion, I be- 
lieve. 

Gold. What may that commiſſon be, Sir ? 

Trop. Nay, I may tell you: and indeed the 
affair will ſoon be known by every body.1 am 
not only commi ſſioned to deliver the letters I men- 
tioned, but charged with 2 very capital remittance 
from my friend Golding, conſigned to Mr. Fable, in 
—— 
for whom 1 now came to enquire. 


— —— 

vou at preſent, Sir? 
Trop. Yes, yes; I have my credentials. Here 
they arc! [clapfting bis hand ts bis pocket} ſafe 
and 
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and found, I warrant you-—and as good as the 
Bank, Sir. 

C. And you had this money diredtly from 
Mr. Golding, you fay ? 

Trop. From his own hands—from whom cife 
ſhould I have it ? 

Gald. Nay, bow Ghould I know 7 But in is very 
well as it ig-—very well, Bc &© good then, if you 
pleaſe, Sir, to deliver this very capital fron of 
money to me, Sir ! 

Trep. To you ? On what account, friend ? 
Gold. Becauſe, 3s you fay, you bad iz from me. 
Trop. Why, who arc you ? 

Gold. The very perſon from whoſe own hands, 

Trop. You Mr. Golding ! 

Gold. The Game. a 

Trop. No, no—not you indeed—that will aever 
paſs, | promiſe you. 

C. Not Mr. Golding '—Why, who the devil 
am I then ? 

Tre. A dama'd rogue, I believe. Juſt now you 
faid, you did not know Mr. Golding ; and as fon 


as you heard I had brought a conſiderable fron 
of money you arc turned into Mr. Golding your- 
{cif —But you may cait your thin again, ald ſerpent. 
The trick won't take, | afare you. 


Gigs 
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C. Trick — This is the moſt impudent piece 
of knavery {—Trick, indeed ! I believe, there is 
fome trick upon me here, if I knew what to make 
of it—I'll have you taken up for a new kind of 
forgery ; for bringing moncy upon falſe pretences 
OL — 

Trep. And you infiſt upon it, that you are Mr. 
Golding ? 

Cd. To be ſure, I do. Fil call the hole houſe 
to prove the truth of it. 

Trop. And Mr. Golding, the true Mr. Golding, 
is really returned from India then? 

Gold. To be ſure he is. Can't you fee, Sir? 

Trop. I have made a fool of myſcif a ſecond 
time—that's what I ſee—but be who you will, Mr. 
Golding, or not Mr. Golding, I ſhall not deliver 
the letters or money to you, old gentleman !—I'll 
go back again, like a fool as I came—to the old 
fool that ſent me—on ſuch a fool's errand ! 


[Exit. 
Golding alone. 

What the plague, am I in India ſtill then? or 
in the moon? and myſclf and the people about me 
all lunaticks Our affairs they ſay are all in con- 
| Fuſion, and yet Beverley is going to be married 
Towhom, I wonder!—No matter who—the match 
I intended will be quite out of the queſtion— 
Another 
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-\nother piece of ill fortune !'—Bur | am n the 
dark all this while—calking of every thing, and 
acquainted with nothing. —Welt ! Gnce | can find 
nobody, and get no intelligence at home, | will 
eck for it abroad—by delivering my letters, and 
making enquiries at Mr. Deniers Cant -.. 
lay ! here's a woman at ht. My wiſe, I hope. 
—Hey ! how's this ? Do I fee right 7 Mis. Cart 


ton ! 
Enter A. Cariign. 


Of all the women on carth, Mrs. Caron ! 

Mrs. Car. Mercy on me! what do I fee? Can 

that be Mr. Winterton ? 
Gald. No. 
Ars. Cart. Yes; it is he. 
Gold. No, no, no, I tell you ! 
Ari. Card. What ant I believe my fenſes ? 
Are not you Mr. Winterton ? 

Gold. Huh !—1 am glad to fre you--Tuu 
know me well cnough—burt don't call me by that 
name again for the life of you ! 

Ars. Card. Why, your name is Wintertog— 
unt it, Sir? 

Gold. Hiſt! don't bel fo-—Come away from 
that door a little—and not 2 breath of that name, 


| charge you. 
Vor. IL 0 Af:. 
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Ars. Carlt. Lord, Lord ! what's the matter with 
you ?—What's the man fo much afraid of? 

Gold. What moſt men are afraid of—my wiſe. 

Art. Cart. Your wife | 

Gold. Ay | Mrs. Golding. Now you are ſatisfied. 

Ars. Carit. What, and are you Mr. Golding 
then, after all, Sir ? 

Gold. I believe fo. I was Mr. Golding before 
I went abroad—but I ſcarce know who I am, or 
what I am, or where I am, fince I came back 
Ars. Carit. So this was the reaſon then that we, 
poor ſouls, could never diſcover what was become 
of you, Mr. Winterton— Mr. Golding, I beg your 
pardon, Sir. But you nced not be fo terrified— 
for I left Mrs. Golding on a morning viſit, and ſhe 
is not come in yet. 

Gold. In the mean while, let us make the beſt 
uſe of our time then. Where is my daughter? 
where is Lydia? 

Ars. Carle. L left her with Mrs. Golding. You'll 
fee them both here preſently. 

Gold. That's well but we muſt be cautious— 
How does ſhe do? 

Alrs. Carlt. As well as can be expected in ber 
fituation. 


Geld. 


- 
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Gad. As well as can be expected !— What do 
ou mean ?—Her fituation !—Not uadone, | hope. 
Afri. Carit. Only over head and cars in love, 5. 

Cad. In love! with whom ? 

Ari. Cork. With the young gentleman of this 
houſe—Mr. Beverley. 

Gold. Beverley — Why, he s going to be manner. 

Ars. Cark. So they fay, Sic. 

Gold. But to whom ? do you know ? 

Aﬀrs. Cark. To her, Sic. 

Cd. To Lydia? 

Ars. Cari. Yes, to be fare, Sic. Heaven forbid 
it ſhould have becn any body che '—Bur his rs 
are all in confufon, it feems, and there's fuck 2 
pother between them, that I am haif diſtracted 
about it. 

Gald. And I am quite diftadied—Jdiftr_itet 
with joy, Mrs. Carlton! Heaven be praifet f— 
Come, come! here is one picce of good formne, 
however Leave young folks to themieives, | Hay. 
—What I have been hbouring and frudying = 
bring about, have they fertled at once. The very 
thing I could have withed ! Half the purpoſe of 
my voyage to India, and the meaning of the money 
| :tely remitted, for which Mr. Fable s appomcrd 
:ruſtee. 


02 * 
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of her relation to you, Sir ? 

Gold. Not a ſyllahle— Heaven be praiſed, not a 
ſyllable !—1 was not willing to explain the matter, 
tin I faw more likelihood of my ſcheme's taking 
place And now from what I can judge of his 
proceedings, it is lucky that I never truſted him. 
An old fox ! a caterpillar! a viper! Beverley's fole 
truſtee and creditor indeed !—a crocodile ! 

Ars. Carlt. But was it not a little cruel in you 
to keep us ſo long in the dark, Mr. Golding ? 

Gold. Nay, I have not been ſo much to blame 
neither, Mrs. Carlton, My firſt marriage, with 
Lydia's mother, when I was an idle young fellow, 
was a fooliſh love buſineſs —and I knew that my 
having a daughter abroad would have been an ob- 
jection to my preſent wife's relations ſo I fairly 
kept the whole matter a ſecret —Lydia's mother 
dying in child-birth, and my preſent marriage 
having taken place during the infancy of Lydia, 1 
directed her to be educated by another name, under 
which I once viſited you and my daughter in India 
— that's the whole affair !—But not a word more 
of the name or the buſineſs, I charge you ! 
:. Carlt. Not for the world, Sir, till you 
think proper to mention it. 


Ars. 
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Aﬀrs. Gaid. [behind.) Defice miſs Lydia © fe 
the things taken out of the coach, aud then w 
follow me into the drawing-room | 

Ari. Carit. Ha! the ladies ace bere—bere ab 
ready, I proceſt, Sir. 

Ca. Yes, I hear my wife's voice. © would not 
have her furprize us together. I might appear 
fomewhat aukward and confuſed, perhaps. Fl 
run and give her the meeting—dut remember now, 
not 2 wry word for your life * Mum, mum, Mrs. 
Carlton E.. 

in. Cares alone. 
You may depend upon me, Sir. — Ah, Mr. Gald- 
ing, Mr. Golding! there is no wulting tw hboks, 
I find. Who would have thought of your pafing 
by a wrong name ? Who wouki have fulpecied 
ſuch a grave, demure-looking gentleman ? 
Enter Mr. and Mvi. Gaiding. 
Ars. Gold. My dear love! 1 am tranſported ts 


ſee you. This is the moſt agreeable farprize——t 
thought the laſt ſhips that came in would have 
brought me nothing but letterw—or,, perhaps, 2 
pagoda, or a monkey at beſt. Bur, my huſband * 
—my dear love !'—Oh, my dear, let me introduce 
— * ada 
@ young 
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a young lady of fortune and family, I afture you. 
— My huſband, my dear child! ¶ Introducing Lydia. 
My dear, miſs Lydia Winterton! 
Lydia. Ha! my father ! Mr. Winterton ! 
[Faint awe). 
Ars. Gold. She faints away! Fake care of the 
chile ! 


Maids enter, and run ts % Lydia. 


Lord ! what's the meaning of this ?—She cricd 
out, father / and called you Mr. Winterton. 

Gold. Yes —ſhe did fay ſomething about Bet- 
terton. | 

Mrs. Carlt. Ay, the poor child has very weak 
Golding is 2 little tike her papa too, I think— 
eſpecially about the noſe. 

Geld. Ay; may be fo—may be fo—but, my 
dear, ſuppoſe you take her into your chamber, and 
let her lie down a little to recover her ſpirits! 

Mr:. Gad. Ay; we'll ſoon bring her to herſclf 
again— This way, Molly—ktep the eau de luce to 
her noſc.— This is from riding backwards in the 
coach, Iancy— This way; gently, Molly! gently. 

Vr. Gold. and maids cad out Lydic. 


Maner! 
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Gald. So, fo! here was an cfrape* Munder 
will out. 

Ars. Cart. Never fear, never teas, Sir! Fil go 
in to Lydia directly—lct nobody be about her but 
myſcif—and 2s foon 25 the recovers, Fit teach ber 

Gald. Ay, do fo, do fo, Mrs. Czrlon* Take 
care, I befeech you! For the fake of peace and 
quictneſa, keep this matter 2 fecrert ! 1 hall never 
be able to break it to Mrs. Golding—fe woukt 
think herſclf injured, cheated, robbed, and undone. 
—And if the were once to know Lydia was a 
daughter of mine, ſ would ring it n ay cars 25 
long as I live—2 fmoaky houſe, and 2 froliing 
wife, you know! I nced fay no more—it is 2 kind 
of hell to inhabir one, and the devil himfelf would 
ſcarce hve with the other. Der. 
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A cr v. 


An apartment in Denier's houſe. 
a 
Demer. 
ERY well, very well And you have him 
_ ſafe then, Mr. Capias? 

Capias. Safe and ſecure, I warrant you, Sir. 1 
put the writ into ſure hands—thoſe that will touch 
a man, let him be ever fo ſhy. However, they had 
not much ado in this inſtance— They planted 
themſelves at the corner, ſtopt Mr. Golding ncar 
his own door, and told him their buſineſs : He 
went with them at once, and is now lodged with 
my friend Snap in Shire-Lane. 

Denier. This comes from early intelligence. No 
miniſter, no general, no broker, could turn it to 
greater adrantage. 


Capias. But how did you procure it, Sir? You 
are the firſt upon the roll—I ſcarched the ſheriff”s 


office, and there is nothing elſe out againſt Mr. 
Golding, or any body connected with him. 
Demicr. 
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Denier. Bevericy, knowing me = be hs friend, 
Came to acquaint me with his diitrets in the Alley. 
The natural conſcquen-es of that adventure are 
obvious : And all my India concerns, remaranccs, 
houſe, it ruck me with 2 panick; but, by good 
lack, be was ſcarce gone before © bad notice of 
Mr. Goldiag's return by ctters from ludia, brought 
by the fame ſhip in which be came over. I did 
not loſe a moment. I dare fay be had not once 
entered his doors when the officers met him, and 
perhaps Beverley hunicli ws not yet ahr, of his 
arrival. Am not I 2 man of diſpaich, Mr. Capias/ 
Capias. A Cafar, 2 Machiave), Sir! You know 
all the turnings and wudings and narrow back- 
airs of the law too. You feet your own way; 
and are client, counſel, and attoracy, all in one, Sir! 
Demier. And bare yuu the deed ready, Capias? 
Capes. Here it is, Sir, peruſed, fSgned, and 
ſettled, by old Steady, of Lincoln's Inn—an cxcei- 
leat workman! and if we can prevail on Mr. 
Golding to execute it, you'll come in for an ex- 
clufive hen upon his ccc, inftead of compound- 
ing with the other creditors under x commution of 
bankruptcy, which I fuppolc will be taken our in 
icfs than theſe three days. 


Demrer. 
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An apartment in Denier's houſe. 
| Denier and Capias. 
Demer. 
ERY well, very well !—And you have him 
ſafe then, Mr. Capias ? 

Uapias. Safe and ſecure, I warrant you, Sir. 1 
put the writ into ſure hands—thoſe that will touch 
a man, let him be ever ſo ſhy. However, they had 
not much ado in this inſtance—They planted 
themſelves at the corner, ſtopt Mr. Golding near 
his own door, and told him their buſineſs : He 
went with them at once, and is now lodged with 
my friend Snap in Shire-Lane. 

Denier. This comes from early intelligence. No 
miniſter, no general, no broker, could turn it to 
greater advantage. 


Capias. But how did you procure it, Sir? You 
are the firſt upon the roll ſearched the ſheriff's 


office, and there is nothing elſe out againſt Mr. 
Golding, or any body connected with him. 
Demicr. 


* 
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Denier. Beverley, knowing me wt be has friend, 
came to acquaint me with bis diitrets in the Alley. 
The natural conſequences of that adventure arc 
obvious : And all my India concerns, rematranccs, 
houſe, it track me with 2 panick; but, by good 
lack, be was ſcarce gone before I bad notice of 
Mr. Goldiag's return by ctters from ladia, brougnt 
| by the fame ſhip in which be came over. I did 
not loſe a moment. I dare foay be had not once 
entered his doors when the oflicers met him, and 
perhaps Bevericy humicli m not yet au of hu 
arrival. Am not ] 2 man of diipacch, Mr. Capias / 
Capias. A Cafar, 2 Machiavc), Sic? You know 
all the turnings and windings and now back- 
ſtairs of the law too. You feet your own way; 
and are chent, counſel, and attorney, all in one, Sir 

Denier. And have you the deed ready, Capias? 

Capias. Here it is, Sir, peraſed, fgned, and 
ſettled, by old Steady, of Lincoln's Inn—an excei- 
lent workman! and if we can prevail on Mc. 
Golding to execute it, you'll come in for an ex- 
clufive lien upon his effects, inftead of compound- 
ing with the other creditors under 2 commutiian of 
bankruptcy, which I ſuppoſe will be taken our in 
leſa than theſe three days. 


Demrer. 
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Denier. Ay—and under which they will not 
pay five ſhillings in the pound, perbaps—ſuch 2 
tumble !—fign the deed ? tell him be muſt Ggn 
it—His mind's unſettled yet, and he'll be cafily 


perſuaded—Beſides, he'll be glad to ferve a parti- 
cular friend—It can't aſſect him, you know— 
been a conſtant friend to the houſe—he'll be glad 
to return the obligation, and I ſhall fall upon my 


Denier. Come along then ! Fu attend you © 
Mr. Snap's. I have not ſeen Mr. Golding fince 
his return, and we ſhould vifit our friends in their 
— OD Cow: along, Mr. Capias! 

[Exenunt. 


Scene changes ts @ reem in Snap's bruſe. 
Fable and Snap. 
Falle. Every thing much to my ſatisfaQtion ; 
nothing here to complain of, I affure you, Mr. 
Snap. I never was more comfortably lodged in my 
lifr, never with for better attendance, or more 

convenient accommodation. 
Snap. We docs all in our power to oblige com- 
Pan, 
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pany, Sir. Nobody can do no more, you know— 
eſpecially ſuch as behaves like genelemen, like your 
honour, Sir—for we has them of all fort — 
four or five different lodgers in this very apart- 
ment.— The room is gentgel enough for that ma- 
ter.—Let me fee, who was they ?7—An cnogn mn 
the guards; 2 poct-man from Paddingrong = 
Scotch actor-man! an old battered har from 
Soho; and a very fine young one from the New 
Buildings at Marybonc—thar's ff now we 
have the honour of your hoacur to make wp the 
even half-dozen, Sir. 

Fable. | hope not to give you muck trouble, 
Mr. Snap. 

Sp. No, no; you knows you'll foon be refier- 
ed, I dare fay, your honour. 
Fable. Were my letters all delivered acconding t» 
the directions ? 

Snap. Every one, Sir; and the geatiefoiks ar 
they will be here preſently. —1 thinks I bears un- 
| body at the door now. —Shail [ hew them up, Sir * 

Fable. If you picaſe, Mr. Soap. 

Snap. Perhans, they chuics fome refrefhment — 
Fre ſome ſine dry therry—+v<ry good for a whet am 
the morning. 


Encer 
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Fable. Ha! my friend, I am happy to fee you. — 
Mr. Snap, good morning to you. 
Snap. Gentlemen, your ſcrvant.—Shall I ſend up 
a bottle of white wine, or a bowl of punch, Sir ? 
Fable. Not at preſent, I thank you, Mr. Snap 
If any body elſe enquires for Mr. Golding, be fo 


good as to ſhew them up. 
Szap. I will, Sir.—Your ſcrvant—Gentlemen, 
your ſervant. [Exit. 
HManent Fable and Trepict. 


Fable. This is kind, my friend. You little thought 
of my deſiring a vifit from you at this houſe, I 
belicve. * 

Trop. Look ye, Fable, I don't know what to 
make of all this. —I don't underſtand you Lou 


may be an honeſt man, perhaps I hope you are 
an honeſt man; but you look very much like a 


employ me in a damned ridiculous buſineſs, in 
which I have made a curſed fool of myſcif—and 
that is ſcarce over, than in comes a note from you 


at a ſponging-houſe, defiring me to come there, 
but not to aſk for you by your own name. What's 
the meaning of all this, maſter Fable ? 


Fable. 


rogue at preſent, I can tell you.—Firſt of all, you 
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Fable. No harm, 1 afurc you, friend. In regard 
to the buſlnels you mention, | meant to hop your 
going, if, unluckily, it had not been wo hm; 
and as to your not aſking for me here by my own 
_— —ñ———— 
right, as the reprefentanve of 
anuther 
bg 4 perſon! I wnderffand you kf 
Why, zouns, man, can't acre 
=y - 
No; but they may by miſtake 
z and I 
have humoured the miſtake, in order w free the 
32 
— is the real party? and who is the 
Fable. The writ was fucd out againſt 
| Mr. 
ing, at the fuit of Mr. Deuier. — 
— very ceflcntial w Mr. Gul fing's 
3 and did not know of his returns ill the 
moment | had glaced biz deyund dznges. Com- 
ing home, however, in the duſk of the evening, the 
catchpoles lay in wait near the houte, touched me 
on the ſhoulder, and preſented their authority. I 
—— ſubmurring to an arreſt wa the ch. 
: 2 gu As ere 
friend to the family. mw 
Trop. 
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Trop. Well, this ſeems right enough ;—and yet, 
ſome how, I don't like it ncither.—I don't love 
wards, Mr. Fable. 

Fable. The beſt road will wind ſometimes, you 
know. Have à little patience; we ſhall foon be 
at the end of our journey. 


Enter Snap. 
Snap. More company, Sir Walk up, gentle- 
men; walk up, ladies. The ſtairs is a little dark ; 
but there's no danger. 


Enter Golding, Mrs. Gelding, Mrs. Carlton, Lydia, 
and Beverley. [Exit Snap. 


Fable. Mr. Golding, I am happy to ſee you re- 
turned. —Ladies, you're welcome.—Bbeverlcy, how 
do you ?—Well, Mr. Golding, bow do you like 
my new apartments ? 

Gold, Like ?—1 like nothing I have ſcen or 
heard of you fince my coming from the Indies. 
Out of doors, I hear you have almoſt made me 2 
bankrupt ; at home, I find you have made me a 
fool. 

Fable. How ſo, Mr. Golding ? 

Geld. Have not you made yourſelf this young 
pentleman's ſole truſtee and creditor ? 


Fal. 
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Fable. He has made me &, 1 conkeh. 

Gald. And did not you perſuade bim w it by = 
Canterbury tale of letters from me, lode> un dia. 
and the devil knows what, — when you had nv acre 
authority to talk of me, than of the pope or the 
great mogul ? Had you any fuch liners from me? 
Anſwer me that, Sir. 

Fable. No, 1 had nos. 

Cad. I told you fo.—And did you ever hear 
that I had any loffes in India? 

Fable. Never. 

Gold. There again — Did not | tell you of — 
And what the plague did you mean by all thode 
falſhoods and forgeries ? Eh, Mr. Fable ? 

Fable. Te ferve you, and maintain the credir of 
the houſe. 

Gold. And a very creditable way our affairs awe 
in, truly! One moment | learn that you am our 
ſole creditor ; and the noxt moment | Sad that our 
fole creditor is fo much in deb bunte, that be © 
lodged in 2 ſponging-bouk.. 

Fable. Very wee ; even fo, Sir. 

Trop. Piha ! plagu: of your cool blood! Ican't 
bear it. Why es not the aan ſpeak our, and 
tell the whole ſtory *—Look ye, Mr. Goldag ; be 
is a very honeſt fellow ; and all he has done was 


Ci. 
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Gold. Oh ho, Sir! Are you there, old Smoke-a- 
pipe ? What, my old friend, that cat curries and 


ſmoked fapars with me at Bengal !—are you come 


again? Where's the money I ſent by you? 

Trop. There, old Fable ; you fee what a pretty 
figure I have made. 

Fable. Mr. Golding will ſoon know you better, 
and entertain a proper reſpe for you. 
Gold. 1am fincly entertained by you both. You 
ſpeak for him, and he vouches for you—and I don't 
know what to make of either of you. But, to come 
to a right underſtanding, be ſo good as to tell me, 
Mr. Fable, whether you did not receive a very 
large remittance from India, in favour of this 
young lady ? 

Fable. I did. 

Gold. Very well —You muſt know then, Sir, 


with a power to pay the whole ſum into her own. 


hands immediately. She has a preſent occaſion 
for it, and deſires to receive it directly. | 

Lydia. I do, I do, Sir, in order to apply it for 
the relief of Mr. Beverley. 

Bev. Generous, too generous Lydia! Ruin 
houl4 not prevail on me to touch a ſingle doit of 
it. - 

Gold. 


* 
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Gold. Pleaſe to bet ws touch it, however, Mr. 

Fable. 

Fable. lmpothble. 

Gold. Impoiiblc ! how ©? You mevived ® 
fafe—did not you ? 

Fable. 1 do not deny it. 

Gald. Where is it then ? 

Aoth the ts ay — nor can | 
advance any part of it within this formight or 
three weeks. 

Gald. Three weeks — We can't tay theee days, 
or three hours, Sir. 


Trop. Friend! Don't call me your friend—l am 
not your friend—never will be your frend—acver 
ſpeak to you as long as 1 live. 

Bev. Are theſe your lefons of morality, Mr. 
Fable? Have you reproached me for intemperate 
indulgence of my pathons, while you were yous- 
{cif praftifing deliberated villuny ? 

Gold. Ah ! he has cmbezzicd the money, as fure 
as I live—Who's here ?— Mfr. Denier | Your ter- 
vant, Sir 
Vor. IL P Encer 
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Emer Denier and Capias. 


Denier. Tours, Sir. I am ſorry, Mr. Golding, 
to have been reduced to the neceſſity of taking ſo 
diſagreeable a ſtep as this may appear to you. 
Gold. Diſagreeable? not in the leaſt diſagree- 
able ; I rake it rather kind of you, and 5 as wary 
glad to fee you. 
Denier. 1 am happy to find you conlider the 

matter ſo fairly. I had rather have avoided it; but 
being adriſed that it would eſſentially promote my 
intereſt, and not aſſect your own, I hope you will 
excuſe it, and indeed rejoice at an opportunity of 
giving a preference to a fricnd, inſtead of involving 
him with your common acquaintance. 

Gold. Hey-day ! what now? Have I loſt my 
ſenſes, or every body about me loſt theirs ? I don't 
underſtand a word you fay, what you mean, or 
what you drive at. 

Cayias. My client refers to the bill of Middleſex, 
taken out againſt you, and ſcrved on you yeſterday 
evening, under which you were arrcited, and are 
now in Mr. Snap's cuſtody. 

Gold. I arreſted !—Where is Mr. Snap? Here, 
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night ?/—Did i 
— you ferve any writ den me, Mr. 
Snap. Not I, Sir !—aot hbonour—l 
arreſted Mr. Golding. * 
— Goldang LSo it hems 1] am not 
= myſcli again yet then !—Y ou, Mr. Sagas, 
——— — 
ſome miſtake here. _ _ 
Capias. Truly, there doth 
= appear to have been 2 
Not at all, Sir-—1 knows Mr. Golding 
— —— — 
ſaewed him the writ, and he came along with 
—_— Did not you, Sir ? 
: did—1 ſubaitted to go with 
ing it might be of ſervice as. — — 
_niſhment to his falſe-bearted creditor. _ 
—— — — 
all—and yet the money—1 don't know what 
to make of him. 
— — 
But Denier's treachery * 1 could 
believed it ! * — 
Gald. No, to be fare — . 
| thall hear of : 
2 mood a ga 
. your colt wo, 1 | 
P 2 you * 
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Denier. Indeed ! It is time to look about me then 


— But you had beſt have let the buſineſs fleep— 
I have my revenge in my own hands, I aſſure you 
—T have a little packet here—— 
Gold. Well ! what of that, Sir? 
Demir. Nay, nothing—only a little news from 
Bengal. | 
Gold. Eh! 
Denier. Very intereſting to a certain lady, not 2 
hundred miles from this place at preſent. 
[ Looking at Art. Golding. 
Mrs. Gold. How | what's this ? 
Fable. What does he drive at? 
Gold. I wiſh he'd be quict. 
Denier. When you have peruſed this letter, Mrs. 
Golding— | 
Ars. Gold. Well, Sir! 
Denier. You will find, madam 
Gold. Don't believe a word he fays! 
Ars. Gold. You won't let me hear what he 
ſays. 
Denier. Poor gentleman! his fears overcome 
him, but I'll put him out of his pain in an inſtant. 
= 


| 
| 
| 
| 
] 
t 
i 
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This letter, madam, arrived is feems by the me 
madam, that this grave old gentleman has had 4 
conneQtion in India with another hdy—— 
Ars. Gold. My huſband! 
Gald. { Afds. Oh, plague ' Fm betrayed, blown, 
and undone | 
Denier. That this young lady is uo other than 
dis daughter 
GAD. 
Denier. That my correſpondent in India, who > 
his friend, conſigned her to my family, knowing 
and that Mr. Golding humfcif forwarded the lace 
remitcance in ber favour, meaning to give 4 colour 
to an intention be had formed of marrying mils 
Lydia to Bevericey—All theſe crrcumitﬀances my 
correſpondent refers to, as things of courte ww hw 
to my being acquainted with them. Read, read, 
madam ! (C. ve the ater. 
Gald. [ Afide.) Dead and buned! L wih Lwas xt 
Bengal now, or in the black-hale at Calcunat 
Fable. And fo this laſt confidence, like every 


| other, you have betrayed, Sir. bs this your vin» 
dication ? 


P; Den.» 
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| Drier. No; but my revenge, Sir, extorted from 
me by great provocation—Before you open an ac- 
count againſt me, fee that you are able to anſwer 
all my demands upon you. Take care of the main 
chance ! As to your action at law, my friend 
Capias here knows I may deſpiſe it. If the officer 
has made a falſe arreſt, let the officer anſwer it 
I have no concern but to take care of myſelf, you 
know ; ſo come along, Mr. Capias ! 

Capias. I attend you, Sir. [ Ex.Denier and Cab 

Bev. Fool that I have been ! falſe as my other 

friends appeared, I ſtill repoſed an entire confidence 
in his fidelity. 
Fable. Sordid, execrable, narrow- minded rafcal! 
Mrs. Gold. Here's baſencfs and treachery! [ After 
reading the letter.) Was ever any thing fo ſcanda- 
lons! Concealed children, intrigues in India, and 
ladies in a corner! 

Mrs. Gold. When he is at home with his family, 
he is as grave, and dry, and ſober as a judge, for- 
footh ! and yet, when be gets abroad, he can be a5 
gay, and as prodigal, as a young nodlcman juſt 
come to his title and eftate. 

Fable, He may have been to blame, madam; 
but * a 


Ar 
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Ads. Ga. To blame, Mr. Fable ! what! thee 
were his Indiz voyages then | this was his bufiacts 
at Bengal! theſe were his large remiances truly 
ſquancering his fortune, and what was my right, 
Mr. Fable, upou keptmadams, Eaſtern prineedics, 
black- moor hbarkots, and natural childeen ! 

Avi. Cru. Nay—dos't fay that, Mrs. Golding! 
miſs Lydia was born in lawful wedlock, 1 aduce 
you, madam. 
Ars. Gald. What | has be got rwo wives then? 
Ari. Carb. No—dear mc, madan: | mils Lydie's 
mother was dead and buried before his anarriage 
with you, madam. 

Bev. My Lydia's wacafinefs is infopgonabic. 
Shock ber no further, | befeech you, madam! 

Aﬀrs. Gold. Do you think 1 have been well 
treated, Sir ? 

Bev. The flory is but new i ney, madam; bus 
the main parucvlar is Mr. Gobling fu mamriage, 
which, 1 appredend, ks been kepe ſecret mercly 
from the notion of its doing dilagrecadic wo your 
family. 

Avi. Gold. And is this the caſe, Sir? 

Gold, bt is, indeed—no farther harm, 1 fire 
you—l thould bave menuoancd the affair, w be ture 
—bu—— 

P4 4. 
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Enter Snap. 
| Snap. Here's one muſter Check below axes for - 
one muſter Fable. 

Fable. Oh, defire him to walk up, Sir. Now 
ſet your heart at reſt about my conduct, friend. 
Trop. You muſt make all matters clear then: 
For at preſent I don't half underſtand you. 

Fable. Here comes an interpreter. 


Enter Check. 
Well, Check, have you ſettled the buſineſs ? 

Check. I have, Sir. Mr. Beverley's differences 
are all paid. I have acquittances from the partics, 
and the whole account is cloſed, Sir. 

Bev. Amazement 

Gold. What, is the money gone that way then ? 
None of it embezzled! cb, Check? 

Check. Embezzled ? Heaven bleſs your honour! 
he has made free to borrow the money left in his 
hands indeed : But then he has applicd all that 
he could command of his own into the bargain. 
Embezzled indeed! No, no, Mr. Fable cheats 
nobody but himſelf, Sir. 

Fable. — 2 Sena 
to explain. I ſhall ſay nothing in vindication or 
apology for my conduct. The motives on which 
J have ated are obvious. 

Trop. 
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Trop. So they are—to they are, fnend '—Give 
me your hand, old Fable ! give me your hand' | 
fee you are an honeſt fellow at hft, and 1 am not 
aſhamed to acknowledge you. 

Gold. And I am much obliged w you! I have 
cnough and more than cnough to tand the thock 
_ of our affairs, repay you with intereſt, and cftablich 
our credit; for, thank Heaven, I have been en 
ploying my time abroad better than my young 
partner has done at home. 

Ars. C Oh, you have been very fincly ca 
ployed, to be fare ! 

Fable. Come, come, this ſhould be day of ge- 
neral happineſs ; 2s an inſtance of your uawertal 
good opimon of me, let me have influence enough 
to make peace between Mr. and Mrs. Golding; 
and as an carneft of their reconcihation, let them 
give their joint conſent to unte Lydia and Beveriey, 
and ratify their happineſs ! 

Bev. Mrs. Golding '—Sir | 
Ars. Gold. What fays ber fine papa w i ? 
Gold. Why, if Lydia—— 

Ati. Cari. Heaven bleſs ber, the docs on him. 
Lydia. Yes, I will own, ay dear father, that 


the change in Mr. Bevericy has removes the only 
objeftion that I could ever make to him; and 
will 


2:6 THE MAN OF BUSINESS. 


will not bluſh to confeſs that the future happineſs 
of my life depends on him, | 

Fable. Then every thing is adjuſted. I give you 
joy, my friends. 

Trop. And I give you joy too, You have puz- 
led me confoundedly, I confels—1 ſaid you were 
an honeſt fellow knew you were an honeſt 
fellow at bottom—but it was a damned long way 
to the bottom for all that, old Fable. 

Fable. My conduct has been myſterious, I con- 
fels, fricnad—perhaps, in ſome degree, culpably ſo 
—but whenever I puzzled you, be aſſured I no 
leſs embarraſſed myſelf. The leaſt deviation from 
the ſtraight path is attended with difficulties ; and 
though I bave always mcant honcſtly, and thought 
I ated uprightly, I have bad ample reaſon to en- 
perience the convenience and ee, as well as 
the beauty, of Truth. 


EPL 
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Spoken by Mas Butter 


plays ave o'er, by Epilogue we're be. 
Thro' moral trainers, to refine the fable, 
Again the hc Id of comedy to glean 
From what the author did, or did not a 
Or, in a gayer mood, on malice bene, 
Quate topſy-turvy turn the bu intent. 
Shall we, ye criticks, to-aight's play ride 
Or hall we, ladies, take the milder fide ? 
Suppoſe for once we leave the deaten road, 
And try, by turns, the harth and genile mode , 
A kind of cmtick country-daace begin , 
Right hand and left, crofs over, figure a! 

The cruick firſt rikes off, coademas cach wan, 


Tube tale, the bard, and thus be wenes his ples: 


+ While books le open on cach moulily hall, 
Bills plaiſter puits, tongs paper <v'ry wall, 
At ev'ry comer hungry minds may feed, 
Wiſdom crics out, and he that runs may mad. 
On learned alms were playwrights ever fed, 
Aud ſcraps of poctry their dzily bread. 


Zn 
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Ev'n Shakeſpeare would unthread the novel's maze, 
From paltry ballads Rowe extracted Shore, 
Which lay like metal buried in the ore. 

To jump at once to bards of later days, 

What are the riff-raF of our modern plays? 
Their native dullneſs all in books intrench; 
Mere ſcavengers of Latin, Greek, and French, 
Sweep up the learned rubbiſh, dirt, and duſt, 
Or from old iron try to file the ruſt. 

Give me the bard whoſe fiery diſpolition 
Quickens at once, and lcarns by intuition ; 
Lifts up his head to think, and, in a minute, 
Ideas make a hurly-burly in it ; 

And thence run over without further trouble ; 
'Till out comes play or poem, as they feign 
Minerva iſſued from her father's brain 

Be all original! ſtruck out at once; 

Who borrows, toils, or labours, is a dunce ; 
Genius, alas! is at the loweſt ebb; 

And none, like ſpiders, ſpin their own fine web, 


What wonder, if with ſome ſucceſs they ſtrive 

With wax and honey to enrich the hive, 

If all within their compaſs they devour, 

And, like the bee, ſteal ſweets from ev'ry flow's ? 
Old 
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Old books, old plays, old thoughts, will never do. 

Originals for me, and fomething new 

« New? (cries the lady) Prithee, man, have done! 

We know there's nothing new bencach the tun. 

Weare, like the ſpider, from your proper drains, 

And take at laſt 2 cobweb for your pains ! 

What is invention ? "Tis not thoughts innace 3 

Each head at firſt is but an empty pace. 

"Tis but retailing from 2 wealthy hoard 

Combining images with lucy hit, 

Which ſenſe and cducation brit zum, 

Who, borrowing little from the common tore, 

Mends what he takes, and trom his own dds more, 

He is original ; or infpiration 

Never flFd bard of this, or other nation, 

And Shakefpeare's art is mer.ly unitation. 

For tis à truth long prov'd beyond all doubt, 

Where nothing's in, there's nothing can come out, 
Modes oft may change, and old give way tv acw 

Or vary betwixt London and Peru; 

Yet here, and every where, the general frame 

Of nature and of man is fill the Game : 

Huge rutfs and farthingales arc out of fathion, 

But till the human heart's the feat of pailien : 

And he may boaſt his genius ande the it, 


Who paints our pathous and our huawwrs beft. 
Centure 
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Cenſure not all; to praiſe let all afpire ; 

For emulation fans the poet's fire. 

Put not one grand extinguiſher on plays; 
While other licenc'd lotterics prevail, 

Prints the particulars of his Muſzum, 

And boldly calls the publick in to fee em: 
Who ventures all in the dramatic wheel ! 


On account of the length of this Epilogue, many line 
—_ nvere emitted of the Theatre. 
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GEORGE COLMAN. 


Ver. U Q ADVER 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


HE charafter of Sally fin which the little 
than the dawn of theatrical genius) is an imitation 
of that of Babet, in the . comedy of Le Fauſſe 
Agnis, by Deſtouches z and there are fome traits 
of the character of Kitchen, in the third volume 
of the Connoiſſeur. 

To theſe acknowledgments, the author has only 
to add his moſt gratcful thanks to the publick, for 
their candid and indulgent reception of this little 
piece, as well as to the performers, for their great 
excellence in the repreſcntation of it. 
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CHARACTERS 


— . Dyer. 
Jans, Af. Hul. 
Towntr, Ab. Wrug te. 


Ser, Caen Gorda. 
Town oroffing the flage. Fentrns calling after 1m. 


OLO! Tom?! 

Townly. Who's there ? Jenkins 
Feat. Ay. Where are you going ? 

Townly. To the play. 

Fenk. The play | what is it ? Let me fee! [Lak 
ing up at the play-hilli.) Max and Winn; or, the 
Suan Jens. So, ! 2 new comedy? 
Whoſe is it ? 

Tony. Don't you know ? 

Jeni. Not I: 1 have been partridge-hooting 
ever fince the firſt of September; and am bur juſt 
come to rwwn. Who is the author ? 


Townly. Your friend and acquaintance, the 


manager. 
Jeni. What! little Dapperwit? 
Q 2 Town). 
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Townhy. The fame. Here he comes, faith ! 
Speak to him, Tom ; aſk him about his comedy. 


Enter Dapperwit. 

Jen. Ha, George How do you do ?—Well-- 
but you need not look ſo melancholy. What! 
in mourning ? Another annuity, I ſuppoſe ; Ha, 
George ? 

Dapp. No: ow i cnt ts for a dear 
and worthy friend, and a moſt raluable partner : 
A man, whoſe goodncls of heart was even ſuperior 
to his admirable talents in his profeſhon. 

Tonly. Your friend's death was a publick loſs, 
Sir. He was deſervedly a favourite of the publick, 
and is very generally regretted. 

Fend. Well, but, George, now you have put on 
mourning for your friend, I am afraid you will be 
obliged to continue to wear it for Corcut-Garden 
theatre. 

Dapp. I hope not, Sir. The publick is candid 
and generous; and we muſt be attentive and 
induſtrious. 

fend Yes ; you have been dabbling again, I ce. 
Teva. A ſtroke at the Jubilee ; ha, Mr. Dap- 
perwit ? 

Naps. An innocent laugh, Sir; raiſed out of an 

adventure, 
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adventure, which, I have taken the Yherry to fag» 
peſc, happened during that penud. As ww a 
Jubilee itſelf, or the dag and conduct of ui, | 
cannot conlider them as objects of tative. 
Nu No, Sir? They have been rouwndly 
attacked : Lodgings without beds, hancrs inne 
victua — 
Dapp. | know what you mean, Sir. My fnend 
Paſquin has infiage humour; but his pleatantnies 
are exceedingly harmleſs, and I believe he withes 
they mould be fo.—The ſcandal of others s mcre 
dirt—throw a great deal, and fome of d will fhck. 
But the ſatire of Paſquia is like fuller cant —ut 
daubs your coat indeed for 2 time, but it Gon 
grows dry ; and when it rubs of, your coat is © 
much the cleaner. — Thus it bas happened on the 
preſent occafion-—»for, after all, genclemen, if 2 
it natyral «0 pull it down again, when that pur- 
poſe is anſwered ? A great number of people cam 
not be aſſemhled without creating 4 crowt—4 runy 
day will prevent the exhibition of 2 pagranct—and 
heavy ſhowers deſtroy the effect of a firework. 
Townh. Ay, Sir; but an ode without poetry— 
Depp. As to the ode—it had one capural fault, 


] muſt coafcls. 
Q3 Towns 


CY 
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— and Fent, Well—and what was it ? 


Depp. Why, gentlemen, I underſtood every 
word of it. Now, an ode, they fay—an 6 
to be very good, ſhould be wholly unintelligible. 
Townlz. Oh, your ſervant, Sir 
Fenk. Well but you intend to give it us here, 
I ſuppoſe? 

Dapp. No——the ode can no where be heard to 
ſo much advantage as from the mouth of the au» 
thor—and indeed it was ſo happily calculated for 
the time and place, for which it was originally in- 
tended, and the ſpeaker ſo truly felt a noble enthu-» 
fGaſm on the occaſion, that you have loſt a very ex- 
quiſite pleaſure (never to be retrieved) by not 
hearing it at Stratford-upon-Avon. 

Townly. Well, Sir—but the pageant and the 

maſquerade— 
Dapp. Thoſe you ſhall fee, Sir—and perhaps 
they may appear to more advantage, and be feen 
with more ſatisſaction, at the Theatres Royal, than 
they could have been at Stratford itſciſ. 

Jeu. Well—but, George—tcll us a little of your 
comedy. 

Dapp. Walk in, Sir, and it will ſpeak for itſeli 
The curtain is juſt going to draw up. 

Jen. And how do you feel yourſelf ?—Eb, 
George ? Dopp, 
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—— owe my lucceſs w ter untubgence 
I hall owe &n » hl Wah 
Bcar coming vn, for the play Bui dy 


OE 
We ancnd 
„ 
my boy ! We'll keep in ups, 1 — 1 
2. 
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Mr. Shuter. 
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Mancovar, Mr. Neuer. 
Kircxaex, = —_— 
Colonel Frankly, . wy 
= Swmath. 
FLezcE, - X. 4 
Luxx, = Lewes. 
Bocx, Davis. 
Swart, Ar. Wignell. 
= Herbert, 
Afr. Fox. 
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Bent, „„ in at Stratford upon tron. 12 
runging— People bebind he W ater | Warr | 
Otter ! Houſe | &c. {Warters anfeverng, Comng | 


Landlady calling. People 571js ihe hays ferent 


Landlerd. 
TELL you, Gal, you mult fad tabling 
for the fer of horſes that came in ht. 
Oftler. 1 tell you, Sir, it is wopoible: © could 
not put up the hors if they would grove me wa 
guineas 2 all for them. 


Landbrd. Why can't you put ome of them @ 
Colca. 


the corner able ? 
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Offler. I can't, Sir. Jack Pratt has taken it all 
for Whirligig, that's catered to run for the Jubalo 
cup, you know. 

Landlord. Well, well—it does not Gignify—the 
of the Rteward—and you muſt find room for their 
horſes ſomewhere. 
tler. I muſt turn ſomebody's clic's horſes to 
graſs then. [Exir. 


anſwering, Coming |—then enter Luke and three or 

four other waiters. 

Landlord. Here, waiters, anſwer the bells! Iam 
ſo lame, I can ſcarce hobble about, and I want to 
be in fifty places at once. Luke, you have the 
care of moſt part of the houſe : Why don't you 
anſwer the bells? C Landlord b:bbles out. 
Luke. Coming, Sir, coming !—Here, Richard, 
take this bottle of Madcira to the gentleman and 
lady in the As you likeit—Jack, carry a crown bowl 
of punch into the Meaſure for Meaſure Do you, 
Thomas, take a dozen more port wine, and pipes 
and tobacco, to the muſick - they drink like fiſhes 
they are in the Tempeſt—d'ye hear ?—and, Wil- 
liam, do you make haſte with half-a-dozen of 

claret 
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claret to the gentlemen in the Merry Wives—ihey 
Buck. [within.) Waiter | 
Znke, Coming, Sir, coming ! 


Enter Buck, oipfy. Ce 
Back. All hall yicld w the mulberry wee; 


Here, you waiter! you fcoundreh, you, what's the 
mcaning you don't bring the wine we call'd for ? 
We are obliged to fit wp all night becaule there 
are no beds, and you won't fopply ws with hquor 
to keep us in good humour. 

Lute. Beg your honour's pardun—do ul un ous 
power to oblge—wait on even companies nvtc t, 
and have feven waiters vader me, at thee and 
kxpence 2-day. 

Buck. How the fellow gabbles !'—Have we 1 
feen your face before, you Sir ? 

Lute. \b—your honour knows me weil enough, 
—— [| am Luke, Luke, your honour, from the 52, 
b 
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Alban's. But in the ſummer, buſineſs being dead 
in town—all the quality gone, your honour knows 
I go too—and wait at all publick places in the 
country—T came over here from York races had 
half-a-dozcn waiters under me there too—A little 
before that, I was at the inſtallation at Cambridge 
From hence I go to the Glouceſter muſic-meet- 
ing—In October I ſhall be at Newmarket—And 
by the meeting of parliament you'll find Luke, 
honeſt Luke, your honour—at the St. Alban's 
again. 

Buck, Chatter —chatter ——chatter—the fellow 
huddles his words one upon another—and drives 
em out of his mouth like the liquor out of a nar- 
row-necked bottle—Get us the wine directly, you 
ſcoundrel, you. 
Luke. Directly, Sir. [Bell rings.]} Coming, Sir, 
coming [Exit. 

Enter Snarl, in a night-gown. 

Saarl. * And the worſt of all beds is a War- 
wickſhire bed.” —Buck ! what arc you up too? 

Buck. Up ! I have not been in bed; there was 
none to be got. 
rather fit up without reſt, than lic in bed without 
it—T have been ſwimming in a bammock, with a 


% 
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hitle army walking over me—and 45 % ep, one 
might as well think of it in the Tower of Babel. 
Buct. Come along with me then, and we'll was 
you how to deſpite fleep.— There > 4 ict of us have 
tken the room beyond the mufick, tos ihe whole 
time of the Jubtlee—an u ſerves vs tor emmy 
room, parlour, and bed-chamber. | ver nge nner 
ro-day—faith, | belicve | may fay yeſterday, for i 
is almott day-light agan— vc have een following 
the example ſet us at the amphitheatre, nd have 
been drinking bumpers to the immortal memory 
of Shakeſpeare, w the Reward of the Jubilee, 
with 2 round of Shakeſpeare wailtw—Here, old 
Snart! here's 2 jubiice-tavour | fee here | enn 
bis cochade.) So, come along with me, my boy, and 
VN introduce you tv the joilictt company at Strat- 
ford upon Avon—tor 
All hall yickd ro the mulberry tree, Ac. 
{ Exit ponging, with Snard. 
Bar-bell ringing. Landlady (when the bell crafts) 
calling, Why, Chambermaid* john Ofticr? 
Boots ! Chamberiain | Where are you all ? 


Then enter Land....y, followed by Colonel Franily and 
Landlads. This way | this way, if you pleat, 
ladies and geaticmes '—Why, Chambermaid » 
Richare | 
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Richard ! Thomas! Boots, I fay [Tur Cham 
bermaid and two or three Waiters.) Here is the 
ing—the gentry frightencd out of theit wits—and 
nobody to ſhew them a room, or get them any 
refreſhment—I'ye chuſe coffec or tea, ſome hot 
wine and egg, 2 little warm punch, or a white 
negro, ladies and gentlemen ? 

1% Man Paſ. This is Sying, 3s they ſay—dying 
to town in one day, as they call it —Hoiſted into 
the coach at ten o'clock at night, and ſtuck together 
as cloſe as dried g Here, in ſpite of fatigue, 
we fall afſlcep before midnight, and foon after 
wake with a damned craſh, and find ourſelves 
canted into a flough, by way of a featherbed— 
Dama their Aying. I ſay—a tight ſhip with plenty 
of ſea- room is worth forty on t. 

un. Paſſ. 1 am fare it is a ſhame, fo it is, to 
ſtuſf the coach in the manner they do—fix infide 
paſſengers, two childen in lap—three upon the 
box—four upon the top of the coach, and half a 
dozen in the baſket—befides hardware parcels and 
haunches of veniſon in the boot and the coach ſeats. 
Such a load ! no wonder the machine ſhould break 
down or turn over. 

Aust ber i um. Pafſ. Mercy on me! I am infuch 
2 pickle, I am aſhamed to be feen-—and then 1 
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ſhall never 
— — Pray, ma'am, 
— — 
— U— — 
_ 5 — — — 
24 — — 
— © ode — — 
— — — — 
—. — 
K I boges the geazry will 
prefent— We never were e full — 
—— — che — 
8 NN | | have hexrd of ene 
for theſe theee monde. — - 
: Whas the devil s this 
ry 
— — — —— 
—— — — 
London, — know how many — . 
and 
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if Wem. Paſſ. Is there to be any dancing, pray? 
Landlady. Oh, yes—abundance of dancing but 
begun with going to church, and finging of a«- 
fams and 6-r@-to-rics, I think they call them—and 
then there is cating and drinking, and proceſhon- 
ing, and maſquerading, and horie-tacing, and fire- 


works——So gay—and as merry as the day is long. 
ff Man Ff And the — I warrant 


[During this ſcene, coffee, tea, c. banded round 
to the paſſengers. 


Enter Stage-Coachman. 

Coachman. The horſes are put to, gentlefolks. 
24 Man Pofſ. By and bye are coming, maſter 
Whip ! 
Canan. Pleaſe to make alittle haſte, my ma- 
ſter !—this accident has thrown us quite out of our 
bias, as I may ſay—we ſhall be two hours beyond 
our time before we get to Woodſtock to-day—The 
fly from London will wonder what is become on us. 
iff Man Pafſ. No, no; they'll think we have 
broke our necks, or they have broken their own 
necks, mayhap; 


Coachmar, 


1 Man N How many knots Cye go an hows, 
brother ſcaman ? 

Canchman. We goes above ſcven mies an hour 

—near feven and 2 half—up hill and down, my 
maſter. 
1 Man P Welk—you muſt let out a reef or 
two this morning, to make up for loft nme—bur 
don't overſet the ſhip again. —Buc, come—tl am 
purſer to the fhip's company—what's w pays 
mother ? 

Landlady. Coffee—tcz—winc—and bread and 
butter—fire and fouc-pence, Sir. 

1 Man Paff 'Therc—there's fix hillngs.— 
Goode b'wye, mother —I with you 2 merry Jubalo? 
[ Exit Crachman, with Paſſengers. 

Landlody. Kindly weicome, Sir | welcome, ladies? 
kindly welcome |—{ Bell rings.) Richard ! anfwcr 
to the Magpye ! [ frother bell rings.) Thomas! run 
up to the Moon '—Chambertain | ({ Exit howling. 


{Colonel Frantly loft fitting at table— Re-cnter 
Conchnan. 


Cache. The paſſengers are all in, my maſter?! 
Frankly. A good journey to them \—1 hall go 
R 


Vor. IL 
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So !—Spite of accidents, I have reached the ſcene 
of action, however.—Charlotte, I reckon, arrived 
yeſterday.— Her father and mother both cndea- 
vouring to counteract each other, and ſhe to bale 
both. If our plan of operations does but ſucceed, 
I ſhall bonour the name of Shakeſpeare more than 
ever—for to us this celebrity will prove moſt truly 
a Jubilee. But who comes here ? As I live, that 
puppy Marcourt.—The enemy, I ſec, is in motion 
but the coxcomb little thinks I am his rival—and, 
what is whimſical enough, always chuſes to make 
me his conſidant tho I ſuppoſe he tells me no 
more than he tells every body elſe. 


Enter Marcourt. 


Marc. La Fleur] take the baggage off the chaiſe, 
and come to me immediately.— My dcar Frankly ! 


-* who would have thought of finding you here ? 
What brought you to Stratford upon Avon ? 


Franily. The Birmingham ſtage-coach. 
Marc. Oh, ridiculous! And what could cram 


you ĩuto a ſtage- coach? 
| Frank. 
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Frankly. An 2ccident—and another accident had 
like to have thrown me out of it again. —T ke 
been on 2 recruiting party in Staforifhire. — 
Lofng 2 wheel of my poſt-chaife, about Gs mibes 


of, I was glad to get into the Rage, which 
— — — 
fellow-cravellers arc but forward 
London. ts ” 


Marc. LI met the plebeians 
— —uw—ůw— 
myſelf, egad- | racticd through Orford at and 
night, loud cnough to roufe all the feepy feiluws 
of colleges—and am juſt arrived here, where, 1 
find, nobody can get 2 bed to fleep in. 

Frankly. And what burricd you ©? 

Ac. Why, you mult know I hoult have been 
bere laſt night, 2 turthc't —bur having proauted 
to dine at th: Macarom: yeiterday Sun Netter, 
Brumpeon, and Evergreen— 

Franky. "The noblemen 
— of tho winhes, %. 

Are. Yes, to be ſure— but you never mention 
— of people you live with "Tis noe * 
—. When you % plain e. Lovelace, 

2 — 
mean Duke, Marquis, or Lord of the name; 
R 2 26% 
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but when we ſay Jack Wilſon, George Belford, Ned 
Thompſon—and fo on—we mean a commoner. 
We ſpeak of peers as peers ſubſcribe themſelves in 
writing—ao chriſtian name—and nothing of the 
title except the place from which it is taken. 
Frankly. I beg your pardon. Proceed. 
Marc. Why then, being engaged to dine with 
them, I ſay, I did not ſet out from Pall-Mall till 
between cight and nine o'clock.1 loſt fix hun- 
dred before the chaiſe came to the door. 
Frankly. Deep play ! | 
Marc. Pho! nothing at all. Lovelace loſt four 
and thirty hundred to Jack Airy of the guards, at 
the ſame fitting. We uſed to ſet ten or twenty, 
perhaps, ſometime ago—but now, they never make 
up a rouleau of leſs than fifty guineas.— La Fleur! 
[calling] Where is this fellow ? I muſt get off my 
boots. 
Frankly. Did you ride any part of the way? 
Marc. What, in the dark, and on the road ?— 
Oh, no !—Indced I hardly ever ride now, but in the 
ſpring, through the three parks; or to pay vibits. 
Frankly. V ifits on horſeback ? 
Marc. Why not? We all vifit on horſeback 
fince the new parement—and Fm very often out 
. 
Take 
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Take horſe at Hall's tables, 2 hort bart at tha 
a flice of pinc-apple, and half-a-dozcn of Gn 
and politicks at Betty —and ſo make the tour of 
the parith of St. James's, through the ſquare, Pall- 
Mall, Piccaditly—and Har, tables again. — Bur, 
La Fleur ! Where the deuce is this fellow? I hunt 
have my hair drefs'd theſe three hours. 

Frankly. Not theſe fix hours, if one may judge 
by the quantity. —ls not fo much har behind trou- 
bleſome ? 

Marc. Not at all—-So ſ from it, that above 
balf of it is falſe—for in an undreſs, unifs you 
have 2 club as thick as both your doubled-fifts, you 
are not fit to be ſeen—buer with that, 2 little French 
hat cut to the quick, that leaves your face as broad 
as Harry the Eighth's, an eil of ſhim-deeves hang- 
ing over 2 ſhort half-inch pair of ruffles, 2 coat 
powdered half way down your back, 2 rambour 
waiſtcoat, white linen breeches, and 2 taper fwitch 
in your hand, your figure, Frankly, muſt be ines 
6ftible. 

Frantly. Your fagare you mean, Marcourt.—But 
what could prevail on you to exhibit it at S.. 
ford ? Do you intend to make one in the pagrane, 
and ſhew yourſelf 2s one of the chacatters of 
Shakeſpeare ? 


R 3 24 


4 „ e wo „ „ K 4 
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Aearc. No, faith ; ſuch an original did not exiſt 
in his days; and the writers of our time have lefi 
off drawing other pcoples characters for the ſake 
of expoling their own. 

Frankly. Well—but your buſineſs bere, Mar- 
court ? 
| Moarc. Buſineſs of conſequence, I can tell you, 
Frankly. One muſt have a wife, you know, if it 
is only for the pleaſure of getting rid of her. 
Frankly. Oh, I conceive you! A matrimonia] 
affair. 

Marc. Yes—the old affair with Charlotte We 
have now brought matters to a criſis. Old Croſs 
and his wife—the father and mother, you know— 
are always quarrcling ;—no wonder, therefore, 
they ſquabble about the choice of a huſband for 
their daughter.—The mother, who is a kind of a 
couſin of mine, and is deſirous of bringing the girl 

Frankly. A wiſc lady 

Marc. Y cs—but the tramontane father 

Franily. Has choſen ſome other man, I warrant 
yy He has—but who now, of all mankind, 
ye think is, in his idea, a proper huſband for his 
daughter? That hornd fellow Kitchen. 


Franth. 
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Franth. Kitchen | what, the famous en vevant? 
Marc. The fame—2 fellow that has not an idea 
beyond 2 haunch of venifon. Kitchen and old 
Croſs are of a club; and when Mrs. Crofs and be 
have becn wrangling, Kitchen, who is recioned 4 
joker at the club, puts him unto humour agam. 

Feth. But he has fome real pleafancry, they 
ſay. 
bas got Joe Miller by heart, and = abways wazing 
you with 2 ſtory. —No pu un the workb—ths 
converſation is all rable-talk, made wp of canng 
and drinking. He is a mere walking hoder. ths 
mind is a great pantry, from which be s aways 
of has friends and acquammance. 

Frankly. But has not be been able w mader 
bimfclf a formidable rival? * 

Marc. Formidable ridiculous—ao, che 
father is hus friend indeed, —bur the mucher knows 
reaſon—and then the girl is fo tomb — poor hing 
ſhe doats on me to dittraction—pretends to jour n 
old Crofs's deũgus in favour of Kuchen, but hoids 
a privy council with the mother and me, and turns 
every motion to my advantage.—Now, this it is, 
Frankly, that brings me poit to Stracfprd — The 
| tather, 
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father, you muſt know-—but mum ! here comes 
Kitchen himſciſ—1 knew we ſhould mect—but I 
moricl out of his mouth, I promiſe him. 

Enter Kitchen and Landlord. 

Kitchen, What! the gout ?——hands and feet, 
honeſt Landlord ? Your wine is not ſound, I am 
Landlord. As any in England, Sir. 

Kitchen. Well—lct me have ſome refreſhment 
then—I have met with nothing good upon the 
road, fince the rolls and trout at Uzbridge. Every 
where elſe, plague take them, they gave me no- 
thing but cow beef, ram mutton, red veal, ſtale 
eggs, and white bacon, 

Landlord. You will find the beſt of every thing 
here, Sir.—We never hear any complaints—and 
at preſent we have made large 22 
count of the Jubilee. 

Kitchen. So you had necd, Landlord ; for you 
ſeem to have an army to cat them up. 

Move. Prithee, Landlord, what is this Jubilee ? 
— Mr. Kitchen, your humble ſervant. 

Kitchen. Your ſervant, Sir. [Diffant civility an 


both fidei—conceitedly on the part of Marcourt, and 
Landl:rd. 


rough on that of Kitchen. 
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E The Jubilee, Sig, is on account of our 
famous tow ulm, Shaketpeare —the 4 phage 
ters, and Othello Moor of Venice. They Gy be 
loved venifon- —aad, Hoxren bios bam | be has 
ſet many a baunch going n our houlc—tihe www 
b brim-tull of company. 

Arc. Huis » Jubilee, it mult be nonfenficech 
—l was at the Jubilee at Rome tome v0.45 age. 

Landierd Oh, this is quite another thing, I. 
lieve, Sir. There is ao popery in our Jubilee, 
though it began with going wo charch, they u. 

Kitchen. | acver knew any of our trace fine 
gentlemen that did nut draw compariions det wee 
things totally oppoltite. Berweon antenne Rome 
and this country, there might be ſome retemblance; 
but modern Italy is no more ts be compared ws 
Old England, than 2 irloin of bent tw 2 ipoontul 
of macaroni. 

Marc. tiow boukt a man talk of things abroad, 
who bas pait bu wholc lf at home? You will 
allow us, Mr. Kuchen, to be more competent judges, 
who have nc, and kunaci the cream of 
Europe. 

Kitchen 1 can travel to more advantage than 
moſt of you, without firing out of ay chbow- 
Chain can diget what 1 mad, and chew the 
«wat 
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cud of refletion upon it. As for you fine gentle. 


men, you ſkim the cream of Europe, as you ſay, 
Ellabub. 

Marc. Well ſaid, John Bull — Lou like Shake- 
fpeare now, I warrant you? 

Kitchen. Like him? I adore him! No man of 
ſenſe, and true taſte can do otherwiſe. | 

Marc. Ay, I thought fo. You prefer his puns 
and quibblcs to the wit and humour of Moliere, I 
ſuppoſe. 

Kitchen. No, Sir. —Bigotry is not the growth of 
this country, in literature any more than religion. 
Puns and quibbles were the vicious taſte of the 
times ; and if they made their way into the pulpit, 
no wonder that they were to be met with on the 
ſtage. I hate a forced chaſe of puns and little 
conccits, as much as you can do.—S$heer wit is 
like ſheer wine—but 2 pun or a quibble—rot i 
2 pun is nothing but gingling the glaſſes. 

Aarc. Oh ! they arc not the only faults of his 
barbarous farces—as uncouth a medley to preſent 
to this age as a pageant or a puppet-ſhow—No 
foreigner can endure him. 

Kitchen, They can't taite him, becauſe they don't 
underitand him. 

Arc. They can underſtand him well enough 

to 
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10 be ſhocked at his abturdities. A baby in the firſt 
att become 2 grown perſon in the haſt —plays made 
out of halſpeuny balluls —ghoits and grave-drggers, 
witches and hobgoblins | Brutus and Caihbus c- 
verſing like a couple of Eagle common-councth | 
men— Hamlet kilhng 2 rat—and Orthcito raving 
Shakeſpeare for you ! 
Kitchen. Now I fhould have been fore you had 
travelled, if 1 had not known «= before. This i 
2a mere hath of forega critic, as fallc 2s fapes- 
ficial, and made up of cuvy and ignorance. — Shake 
ſpeare, Mr. Marcourt —Shakefpoare > ihe ructhe 
of liecrature. "The kan of him may perhaps be 
worſe than the lean of any other moat ; —duc there 
is a deal of green fas, which = the mot dclicious 
ſuf in the workd. 
Frankly. ladeed, Maccourt, | thank the genzie- 
man is to bard for you.. 
Kitchen. A cruſt for the criticks * that's ail 
. Never mind it. 1 hall be two bard for 
him preſently. 

Laces. | underitand vou—bur | don't beliere 

Marc. Then the bas lefs take than l imagine— 
The family are now at Stratford —W here do they 
lodge, Landlord ? 


Lander 4. 


* 
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Landlord. Whom does your honour mean ? 

Aﬀerc. Mr. Croſs and his family. 

Lendiord, They have taken a whole houſe near 
the new hall, Sir. 

Aﬀeorc. Vi tell you what, Mr. Kitchen—T'll give 
you 2 hundred pounds to receive a thouſand on my 
marriage with Charlotte. 
Kitchen, With all my heart; and I'll ay you » 
hogſhead of claret you never marry her at all. 

Marc. Done. 

Kitchen. And done again, —And if you have 2 
mind for any other bot, chis gentlemen hell hotd 
the ſtakes. 

Frankly. sees ae eweyetth hex? 

Kitchen. Never fear! 28 

Marc. Come then !—firſt to dreſs, and then for 
the Signora ! 

Kitchen. And I ſay, firſt for a little refreſhment. 
——Ceres and Bacchus are the warmeſt friends of 
Venus —1 never found that love took away my 
Komach, [Exeunt ſeveralh. 


ACT 


 S at a 


SCENE, an g in , . .. 

Avi. Cr at breadfaſt. They ji lend ſome trme. 
Craſh. 

ELL! am | w have another dith of wer 

no, Mrs. Cra? 

Aﬀrs. Gi. Lood, Mr. Crofs! I wonder you did 
not find fault that | had nuvi puuret out the ecomd 
dich before you drank the wilt ! 

Croſs. Plhaw ! [ throwing & flice of bread ane utter 
on the plate. 

Avi. Croſs. What's the maiter now, Mr. Crab? 

Ch. Matter !—itbe eat bad—ihe buncr's 
rank—and the ta 45 coarle as chope hay. —it's 4 
Riange thing 0us £42 Bever have 4 cumiortable 
break fait ! 

Avi. Cres. There is no fach thing as combos, 
wherever you are. The bacad is 4s good booed a 
ever was talked—the buner's as fwoect as 4 wicket 
—and the e is the bet Eatcomn thiling Nen wn 
the world ; but in wen 7's jult the Gare thing— 
you du aothing bui Bud taht ther ww—iduugh 

1 dare 
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I have my ſugar from Fenchurch-ſtreet—my tea 
from the corner of Savile-row. 

Croſs. Ay; you have your particular place for 
every thing—Not becauſe it's bettet, but becauſe 
it's the faſhion. You would ſooner give a crown a 
yard more for a filk than buy it any where but on 
Ludgate-Hill—But I am never in the right in any 
thing—I dare ſay now you will infiſt upon it, that 
this room is not damp —though I can ſwear it was 
not dry when I came down this morning—1 ſhall 
catch my death of cold, I ſuppoſe. 

Ars. Creſi. Lord |\—you're fo delicate Tou may 
think yourſelf very well of to have 2 good houſe 
over your head, when fo many people are glad to 
ke in a hayloft, and to lodge their ſervants in lan- 
daus and poſt-chaiſes. 

Crefs. Well, it's no matter—I deſerve it—what 
the plague had I to do at Stratford ?—Such a ridi- 
culous journey! I wonder how I could be fuch a 
blockhead as to give into it—And as for yourſcli 
too, you care no more for Shakeſpeare, than I for 
the pope of Rome. 

Airs. Croſs. And what does that fignify, as to 
going to the Jubilee ? Are not all the people of con- 
dition round the country to be here ? Shakeſpeare 
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is nothing to the purpoic; | would not fee the 
hack play the man cver wrote but in + . 
— And ouc only goes into the bde-boz, can it's 
going into the beſt company. 

Crefs. Yes, that's reaſon cnough for you to de 
any thing—Becauſc 2 countels, who has 2 range 
of rooms as long as Pall-Mall, gets the whote 
town together at her routc— Y ou muit have 2 rowe 
too, and ſqueeze all your acquaintance into rue 
cloſets and 2 cupboard —Nay, la winter, when 
the town ran muſquerade-mad, you got 2 ridiow- 
lous party of about eighteen or twenty fops al 
flirts, to make fools of themfelves, and called it 
maſquerade. 

Ars. Crofs. 1 am fare every body admired the 
tile of the illuamation—and then nerther Negri 
nor Robenion ever tet out a more cg unt hde-doant 
— Lady Frankair called it Mrs. Cache in minia- 
ture—Burt you have no notion of any thing that's 
g<ntecl— You are not fit to live among the works. 


Crefs. The world * zounds, madum, docs your 
map of the work! comprehend only two pariibes ? 
— The inhabitants of which kugh ar all the r= 
row circle that you call the world, defpile all you 
that are out ci it, and want to force your way into 
wu? 
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it? Are not they perpetually running away from 
you ? And are not they carrying London to Hamp- 
Kead and Ilighgate, on purpoſe to get rid of you ? 

Art. Cres. This is all mere ſcandal and malice 
It is very well known that I ſee none but the firſt 
people— And if you had not affronted Sir Peter 
Levee, he would have engaged to make Charlotte 
a maid of honour. 

Croſs. And I'll make her what moſt maids of 
honour would wiſh to be—The wiſe of a man of 
good ſenſe, with a handſome fortune. 

Aer. Croſs. Not of Mr. Kitchen, I hope. 
Croſs. And why not Mr. Kitchen, madam ? 
—2 wretch !-—He never mixes with a perſon of 
faſhion, except by chance at Bath, where he goes 
to recover his digeſtion after having over-cat 

himſelf | 

Creſs. And that flimſy piece of quality-binding, 
Marcourt, is always running aſter a title, like a 
child after a butterfiy—He is a mere lord-hunter, 
and loſcs all the little ſenſe and money he has in 
the purſuit. 

Ari. Creſi. Nobody deſpiſes good company, but 
thoſe that have not accompliſhments to qualify 
themſclvcs to get into it. Mr. Marcourt ſces every 


body— 
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body—ſubſcribes to Almack's, and the arit racant 
borough) my lord Neverout will bong bus mw 
parkament. 

Crefi. With all my heart; fo as the puppy does 
not put himſelf up as 2 candidate for my daughter. 

Aﬀrs. Crefs. 1 am fure, if ever the has any thing 
to fay to that Mr. Kitchen, fhe deferves tw be c 
fined for a mad woman. 

Croſs. There are 2 great many mad women, that 
are not contned at all. 

Ars. Croſs. And there is foack 2 thing as a me» 
lancholy mad man, who is of all others, the mot. 
miſcrable in himſcli, and the moſt thock.ag ©» 
other people. 

Crefs. Don't provoke me, Mu Crofs ! don't 
provoke me! You know | can't car it, 

Ars. Crefs. What's the matter with the man 7 
Have I faid 2 fange thing t give you the kat 
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T have a good mind to order the chaiſe, and fet 
out for London immediately. 

Ars. Croſs. Lord, Mr. Croſs, why do you put 
yourſelf ſo much out of temper ? am not I as quict 
as a lamb? 

Crofs. You know—you know, Mrs. Croſs, that 
this cool infolence is ten times more provoking 
than paſſon—But I'll ſay no more to you—41 am 2a 
fool to mind your nonſenſe. ¶ tales a paper and ran. 

Mrs. Crefs. [after a little while.) Will you have 
any more tea, Mr. Croſs ? 

Creſs. No. { without looting off the paper. 

Ars. Creſi. Shall I ſend away the things ? 

Croſs. Pihaw ! [turns round in bis chair. 
Ars. Croſs. John ! [Servant enters.) take away 
the tea-things 
Creſs. Let them alone 
Mrs. Croſi. Why, have not you done breakfaſt, 
Mr. Croſs ? 

Croſs. No. 
Servant. Mr. Kitchen, Sir, is juſt come to wait 
Gn you. 

Ars. Cref:. Pho! 

Croſs. Mr. Kitchen ! Shew him up immediately! 
Exit Servant— Mrs. Crefs following.) Stay, madim! 
I infiſt upon your not leaving the room. 


Arc. 
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Abs. Cob. What fhould I fay for? 1 have 
nothing to fay to bam. 
Crefs. I don't care—l won't have ham adfronced. 
(Ars. C throws herfelf into 4 burr. 
Enter Kitchen. 


Crefi. My dear friend! 

Kitchen, Sis, 8 am heartily glad w few you 
Madam, your moſt bumble fervau | 

(an Are. Cruſh. 

Ars. Crafi. Your fervans, Sir. ( Pramnng. 

C. Well—bue where's your fervant aad your 


GG, you mult confer them here yearn 
mult be with us ducing the Jubilee 3 we have 4 
very good room tor you. 


K. ute Servant. 


en. Mr. n. . is come w 
Wait on you. 
Ars. Crefs. Oh, 1 am glad of it- Sew hin 
into my dreffling-coom ; FY wait on him then 
Mr. Kuchen, your bumble fervant. ({ Lu buytily. 
Kitchen. Your ſervant, madam. 


C. Ha, John ! 
82 Servan. 
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Servant. ¶ Returning.) Sir! 

Croſs. Tell my daughter Charlotte to come here. 
Servant. Yes, Sir. [Exti. 
Kitchen. Well, Sir, I have obeyed your orders, 

you ſece.— I have croſſed the country from the 

Weſt of England, on purpoſe to attend yo. 

Colonel Cramwell, Lord Pepper, and two or three 

more of us, have been on a coaſting party.—It 

has been a delightful ſummer ; and I think I never 
knew the whitings, turbots, brills, red mullets, 
and John Dories, in higher perfeQtion. 

Croſs. I am moſt heartily glad to fee you, Mr. 
Kitchen; and this meeting will, I think, be deci- 
five —Our ſchemes are now ripe for execution. 
I have bumoured my wife in this ridiculous jour- 
ney, merely becauſe it gave me a better opportunity 
of thwarting her in the grand point of Charlotte's 
marriage.— This houſe, you muſt know, has been 
taken in our name for this month, under the pre- 
tence of attending this Jubilee—but really in order 
to make the family pariſhioners—by which means 
the banns have been aſked, as the law requires, 
between you and Charlotte — and the miniſter is 
prepared to perform the ceremony this very morn- 
ing. 

Kitchen. But is Miſs Charlotte prepared for it ? 
Crof 
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' 2 ſhrewd clever 

girl; and tho” the carries it fair with ber morher, 

will do every thing that I bid her, and is wholly 

in your intereſt —Oh, here the i! 

Enter Charlotte. 


Come hither, Chackonte I have once more the 
pleaſure of preſenting Mr. Kitchen o you, wad by 


and by I hope you will receive hum ar 
hw. 


Chari. Don't you think, Sir, I have 2 hard raik of 
it between you and my mama ? Your commands 
are 2s oppoſite as North and South, and yer you 
both expect to be obeyed. 

Creſi. Never tell m -I am maſter of the famuly 
—it is her duty to bonour and obey; and Fam 
reſolved to be abſolute. 

Cheri. Ah, my dear papa! your infilling & 
eternally upon your right, „ the very thang that 
renders it fo difculr to maintain it. All women 
love power z and the beſt way of ſecuring their 
obedience, is to tell them that they govern you. 
Croſs. Did not 1 fay, ſhe was 2 fhrewd giei, Mr. 
Kitchen? 

Kitchen. The young lady is perfectly in the 
right. A wiſe is like a trout; he mult be tickled, 
Mr. Crofs. 

83 G 
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Crefs. Well—but have you prepared matters ? 
How do you propoſe to manage it ? 

Charl. Juſt as I have managed every thing clſc : 
while my mama ſuppoſes I approve of ber choice, 
ſhe has no ſuſpicion of my favouring your own— 
but what d'ye think ſhe would fay, if I was to tell 
her that Mr. Marcourt was my averfion ? have 
never dropt a fingle word to her in behalf of Mr. 
Kitchen. 

Croſs. Well, well—that may be right enough, 
perhaps.—But no wonder that Marcourt's your 
averſion. He's one of the moſt empty, feather- 
headed coxcombs in town. 

Kitchen. An infipid fellow, madam !—ncither 
pepper nor ſalt in bim. 

Crefs. True. My daughter has not the leaft 
reliſh for him.—But, Charlotte ! won't it be diſſh- 
cult to carry on this affair in the midſt of ſo much 
company? 

Charl. Oh no] the more the merrier, Sir. 

Kitchen. But the fewer the better chear, madam. 

Charl. Not in this inſtance, Sir. This Jubilee 
is 2 fortunate circumſtance. One is never fo pri- 
vate 2s in a croud, you know. 

Kitchen, Why, that's true. Intrigues carried on 
in the face of the world are always leaſt liable to 

detection 


Tus SHAKESPEARE JUBILEE. 263 


detection—and now-a-day> mult pruplhe cn ww 
act upon that principle. 

Chari. A wace with your Gatire, Sir; for we are 
not to act barefaced, 1 aflure you : and the Jubilee 
concluding with 2 maſquerade afocrls us n adm 
rable opportunity—Dvu you—Lord, Fm 2 mad girt 
—1 was going tw make an alignatinn with you 
before my father's face. 

C. Do! dot ind on in 

Charl. Why then, 1 Gall flip on my drefs, which 
is a blue Turkiſh habit, dicedthy after dinner, and 
in that I hall cxpect you about ſeven o'clock. 
Kitchen. | am a Turk, if 1 do not artend you. 
Cheri. Take carc 1 don't had you « boufhow. 
Liechou. A downright Eagtth duid.ad, | pew 
madam ; I hall break the hows of Mabomet this 
very evening, and tot your beaith in 4 bumper of 
the moſt generous wine to be found in the wwn 
of Stratſord- 

Crefs. Temperance! temperance "till after ww 
morrow, I beſeech you, Mr. Kitchen | After that, 
you may drink up the Avon. 

Kitchen, 1 would not give 2 guines 2 ton for it 
—Shakefpeare upon the banks, and the perch uai 
of the fiream, are all I want of is. 

84 S 
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Creſi. But come—we muſt bid Charlotte good- 
morrow—1'll attend you to the inn, and order 
your ſervant and baggage up hither. 
Charl. What will mama fay to that ? 
Croſs. I don't care what the ſays; I will have it 
6 | 

Charl. How! relapling already, papa? Mama 
muſt not be made uncaſy, for many reaſons —fo 
don't be angry or jealous if I take very little notice 
of you to-day, Mr. Kitchen. 

Kitchen. No] but, to-morrow morning—ay, and 
ſaid grace ! The very thought creates an appetite. 
[Exeunt Creſi and Kitchen. 


Charlette alone. 


Charl. I don't know a young lady with more 
and his friend to treat with on one hand, my 
mother and her dainty quater-couſin to negotiate 
with on the other—and all the while, like à true 
miniſter, to attend to nothing but my own ſeparate 
intereſt ! It puts me in mind of ſome of the road- 
poſts I ſaw upon our journey, pointing three ways 
at once. 


Lett. [Peeping in.] Is the coaſt clear ? 


Charl. 
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Chark. 1 am all alone. What's 
: the matter, 
Late. Only a letter from Colonel 
Chari. He us arrived, | boy. — 
Late. Safe arrived, madam. He is at the White 
— — 
Er 
no! here it is, nm the e 
Charkite reads whilhs Lattics i tailing} As 
you may take your lkave of hwolencrs now. 
Marriage makes a wonderful aeration in tile 
and fentiment.— The letters of married people 
are like your papa's and mamas cunverfation. 
TT PE NE ng 
Lat. Nobody but your öfter Sally. 
4 
younger than you, the bas cut all her cye-tecth, I 
allure you, madam. She aftced me, f that was 
net colonel Frankby's Ivery—2nd then ie lobed 
as cunning and roguith—thc knows what's what, 1 
promiſe you, madam. —Here the bike map 
comes. 
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Enter Sally, a ? 
Sally. Oh fiſter, — 

—_— fiſter! I am : 
Chart. * 
— Joy! of what, my dear? 

— gnoagy em — 
s 

june jr ap 1 

* — 
4 rage erg 

ne 

- Child indeed ! you were no 
age, I warrant you, filter. — 

Chari. And what then? 

— me— 

Icould pollhly — — ee 
— have in tell; — 

IT HOES WT 
u_ lady one of theſe days, I warrant 2 

ues nr tb me too, I can tell 

— — — 0 

—— 2 

— — . — 
5 indeed 2nd indeed, l e f 
I knew 


Tus SHAKESPEARE JUBILEE. 26 


I knew all your fecrets, | would not bart you for 
the world. 

Lat. And will you be 2 good link gicf now 
and tell nobody—and d cvery thing we bid you ? 

Sally. That I wil—Til © hh, nd if © wel 
— ß 

Lett. Fen tell ber, nn | She hwes » late 
roguery to her heart—and then te is fach an 
arch lictle foul, I think Ge may be of uſe—1 have 
cut out fome bufincls for ber lr. 

Sal. 1 a= glad of it—For goodnef-Gake, ke me 
know it—PFl play my part as well 25 zny of you. 

Lett. Ay, Fu be bound for you. 

Sail. Welt—Colonc! Frankly is 2 charming man, 
to be fure—and 25 my cer er has 2 culonch, 1 
think ] have 2 right =» « copmin. 

Cherl. He. my dar; you will be overheard by 
the family. 

Soth. No, | fha'a"t—Papa is juſt gone cur with 
Mr. Kirchen, an4 mama „ in her drefing-coom 
with Mr. Marcourt. She defives = fe you there 
as foon 2s the proceibion s over. 
Cherl. | know her hulincts, ind can farce bear 
the thoughes of it. How titayrecadic it is wo hve 
in 2 ſtace of perperual diſluaulanon with boch my 
parents! 


Lr. 
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Lett. Never mind it, ma'am! never mind 
it At is entirely their own faults. They have each 
of them cncouraged and adviſed you to practiſe 
deceit ; and neither of them can blame you for fol- 
lowing their inſtruQtions. 

— —— rex 
faults, to excuſe them by thoſe of other people. 

Lett. Their conduct is an excuſe for every 
thing. They adviſe you to diflemble to bring 
their ſchemes to bear—and you take their advice 
in order to compaſs you own. 

Sally. But come, Lettice—Why don't you tell 
me what I am to do? I long to be buſy. 

Lett. We may be interrupted here. Come | 
into your ſiſter's room Tou muſt tell a little fib 
or two. 

Sally. Oh, let me alone ! I ſhall not be at a loſs 
for that, I warrant you.—Lord, how grave you 
look, ſiſter ! 

Charl. My dear, don't you think I have ſome 
reaſon ? 

Sally. Reaſon! no indeed—Are not you going 
to be marricd ?—Well, you eldeſt daughters have 
a fine time of it, to take place of your younger 
| fiſters in every thing—but no matter—I ſhall grow 
older and older every day, you know. 
Ghar Go, you luke modcep? 


Sath. 
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Sail. I hall dance at your weailing, | promufe 
you. 
Lett. Hold your wague, you lictic devil you! 

Sally. [Singing] 
Well, well, fry no more? 
Sure vou told me before, 
I prithee, go talk to your parroc, your parret, 
Fa not fuck an cif, 
The” I Gy it mytcih, 
But I know 2 ſheep's head from 2 carrac, 2 carrec? 
© £ 200048. 
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SCExE, « fireet in Stratford; on one fide, the le 
- where Shakeſpeare was born. 


The PAGE AN T, 
Exbibiting the charaZers of Shakeſpeare. 


* Martial Muſick. 
ROMAN CHARACTERS. 
Faſces. 


CORIOLANUS. 
Roman Ladics——diſhevellcd. 


JULIUS CESAR. 


Seft Mufick. 


ANTONY and CLEOPATRA. 
Charmion and Iras. 


Grand 
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Grand Mufich. 


OLD ENGLISHCHARACTERS. 


KING JOHN. 
Coattance, Prince Arthur, and Hubert. 


RICHARD te THIRD. 
Edward the Sixth ——an duke of York. 


HARAY the EIGHTH. 
Cardinal WIV. 


Coranaticn Author. 
Anne Bullen under coronation canopy. 
Aucudane. 


Magical Mafct, * Hhove, aboat, and wnderncach.” 
PROSPERQ 
Miranda aa Funn. 
Drunken Suikors. 
Triaculo nd Caliban. 
Aries. 


Macherhs Mu ict. 
HECATE 
Witches tuo by two. 
The two Baby Spiri. Ou with 2 crown, 
the other with 2 bough. 2 
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Fairy ufc 


OBERON and TITANI A— in 2 nuthhell. 
Other Fairies. 
Solemm Mufech. 
The TRAGICK MUSE. 
OTHELLO and DESDEMON A. 


' GHOST in HAMLET. | 
Hamlet, following the Ghoſt, with his ſword drawn. 
Ophelia in her madneſs. 
LEAR and CORDELIA. 
JACHIMO. 


POSTHUMUS and IMOGEN. 
Bellanus between the two brothers. 


MACBETH, with daggers bloody. 
Banquo's Ghoſt. 
Lady Macbeth, with the candle. 
FRIAR LAWRENCE. 


Dead march in Saul. 


Julict's bier. Attendants. 


— 
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Miegryr. 
The COMICE MUSE 


Slender and Dr. Camus. 


Ford, Sir Hugh Evans, and Page. 
Mrs. Quickly and Piſtol. 
_ Bardolph and Nym. 
Mrs. Ford, Falttaf, and Mrs. Page. 


TOUCHSTONE and LANCELOT. 
MALVOLIO, crof-gartered. 


Andante. 


FLORIZEL ad PERDITA. 
Autouicus- 


ANTONIO ad BASSANIQO. 
Portia and Neriiſa (as Lawyers). 


Ver. II. T 
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1 
DRAMATICK TROPHIES. 

PEGASUS. 


APOLLO. 

The Car (drawn by the Muſes) containing the 
Buſt of SHAKESPEARE, crowned by 
TIME and FAME, 

And attended by the THREE GRACES. 
Cupids, Satyrs, Bacchanals, &c. 

AIR. By Mrs. MaTTOCES. 


I. 
Sweeteſt Bard that ever ſung, 


Nature's glory, Fancy's child ; 
Warble forth ſuch wood-notes wild 
II. 
Come each Muſe, and ſiſter Grace, 
Loves and Plcafures, hither come ; 
Well you know this happy place : 
Avon's banks were once your home. 
III. 
Songs of triumph to him raiſe 
He united all your pow'rs, 
Ode on Dedicating a Building to Shakeſpeare. 
ACT 
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Char latte and Sally meating Littice —Char lute in 4 
prnk demi Lic in a blue Tur ti bub. 


Lettree. 

! have you been with your mama 
and Mr. Marcourt, madzm ? 

Chari. I have. 

Lett. And what have you done ? 

Cher!. Told them cvery thang that paſt berween 
me and my papa. 

Lat. Indeed | 

Cheri. To be fare. I have done fo all along, 
you know; and this has infpiced © much cont- 
dence on each ide, that neither one noc the ather 


entertain the leaſt ſuſpicion of my deceiving chem 
doch. 


Lr. But how have you ſetticd matters, madam * 

Cheri. I think, very cleverly. Mr. Marcourt 
has ſuggeſted to my mama, that that there is no- 
thing fo much like a perſona of fathion, as to recere 
T 2 ma. 
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maſks at your own houſe before going to the pub- 
lick maſquerade: So our doors are to be thrown 
open to all Stratford. You are (as we ſettled at 
firſt) to amuſe Mr. Kitchen in that habit; and I 
am, as my mama ſuppoſes, to go of with Mr. 
Marcourt in this. 

Lett. But your mama will find herſelf ſadly de- 
ceived. 

Sally. Yes; I am to manage that, Lettice. My 
fiſter has given me my cue—and never truſt me, 
if I don't make a fool of him. 
Lett. Oh, 1 don't doubt you. 

Cherl. All we want at prefent is © luke time, 
Lettice. Colonel Frankly, you may be fure, will 
be here. The other parties muſt be put upon 2 
wrong ſcent, and in the mean while I ſhall give 
my hand to the colonel, which my papa and mama 
have ſeverally deſtined to Mr. Marcourt and Mr. 
Kitchen. 

Lett. But how am I to treat Mr. Kitchen ? 

Charl. Why thus—Ha! yonder comes Mr. 
Marcourt. Come into the next room, Lettice, 
inſtructious, Sally 

Sally. Let me alone! go, and give Lettice ber 
leſſon: I am perfeQ in mine. 


Let. 
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L. Ay, you are an apt ſcholar, FE warrant you. 
Charl Well! fuccefs attend you! Come, Lemice* 
[ Exeuns Chari. and Loa. 


Saily alone. 

Sally. Now for 2s many fibs as 1 ever wid my 
mama or my governefs | Here the genetiema: comes 
— full of pride and conceit. He is 2 pretty man 
too; but I don't like him half f well as colnet 


Enter Marcourt. : 

Aﬀferc. Ha! my lintle puppet * what do you do 
here all alone, my dear ? 

Sally. Nothing at all, not I, Sir. 

Ar. You ſeem dull, my dear. Come, let us 
chatter a little, and that will put you in ſpirits. 

Sal. Will it? why, what will you fay ww me, Sir 7 

. Say to you ? I'll tell you you're as hand- 
ſome as 2 little angel. 

Sally. Ah! but do you really believe fo, Sir? 

Aﬀarc. Yes, indeed do II could almodt fad in 
my heart to make love to you. 

L. Ob, but they fay I ans too lite yer awhile 
—ut have 2 link paticuce, and I hall be ax wall 
as my fſter. 

Aforc. That you will very foon, my Hale ler 

13 — 
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and when I am married to your fiſter, I'll take 
care to get you a huſband. 
Sally. Oh dear! you married to my fiſter ! When 
will that be, I wonder ? 

Marc. Very ſoon, my dear! to-day, or to-mor- 


Sally. Ah, you want to pump me. But I muſt 


not tell tales, you know. I ſhall be buffed if I do, 


Marc. Egad, I may be tricked here—{ Afede.} 


Well, but, my little dear, you may tell me—You 


ſhall come to no harm, I promiſe you. 
Sally. And won't you ſay that I told you? 
Marc. No: Ill fwear —— 
Sally. Oh dear ! don't you ſwear : that's naughty, 
Marc. Well—upon my honour then, nobody 
ſhall know that you told me. 
Salhy. But is there nobody liſtening ? 
Marc. Not a creature—we're all alone - Come 
now! hide nothing from me ; there's a good little 
ſoul ! 
Sally. Why then—you are impoſcd upon, Sir. 
More. Ay ? egad, I was afraid ſo—but how? 
how, my dear? 


Sally. 
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Sally. As they think I am but a child, they don't 
mind what they ſay before me—io | hear all thes 
contrivances. 

Aﬀare. Welt what are they ? 

Sail. It made me mad to think they thould b 
ſuch a charming pretty gentleman, as you are. | 
am fare, if I was my filter, 1 hould bike you # 
thouſand times better than Mr. Lachen 

At. What 2 fenfible link e it & f— 
There's 2 good child )—but what were the con- 
trivances you were ſpeaking of ? 

Sally. For my öder to go of with Mr. Kachen, 
and be married to him. 

Afare. Ay! how? 

Sally. In 2 blue Turki® habir. 

A. Oh, 1 know thas. 

Sail. No, indeed, but you don't, Sir. I know 
what you think well cnough. I heard my der fs 
that he had fairly rok} mama and you, thet be hu 
ſettled it fo with papa, only to throw you the more 
of your guard, and make you believe te woukt 
go along with you in 2 punk domino. I prevenc.! 
fays the, I hall do 23 my paps would have me, for 
all that. Fill put on the blue Turkiſh habit, a 
go with Mr. Kitchen. 


Marc. So, fo! I am to be bubbice then. 
T4 $a. 
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Sal. That you will, if you don't look after the 
lady in the Turkiſh habit, I can tell you, Sir. 
Merc. Oh, I ſhall take care, I warrant you. 
Sally. Ay, you know all their ſecrets now but 
if you ſay I told you, I'll never let you know any 
their plots, and pretend I diſcovered them by ac- 
cident. 

Sal. Do, do !—But I muſt leave you now, Sir; 
for if my fiſter, or papa, or Lettice, ſhould fee us 
together, they may ſuſpect ſomething. 

Merc. So they may—but before you go, let me 

give you one kiſs for your intelligence ! 

Sallz. Oh, no! I muſt not kiſs the gentlemen. 
Marc. Go, you little coquet, you | 
Sally. However, I'll make you one of my beſt 
dancing curthes. TR 

Merc. Oh, your ſervant, miſs! 

[She makes him a low as he turns away, 
bolds up ber hands and laughs at bim—He terns 
ſuddenly towards her—fbe calls up @ grave beck, 
makes bim another low curiſy, and runs away 


| Marcourt alone. 


A lucky diſcovery this—and very whimfically 
made too—Fools and children always ſpeak truth, 
| they 
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they fay—Bur Charite cannor fenoully prefer 

Kitchen to me—l thin | may venture to tay rhat'y 

pole No She has given unto this, merely 

to oblige her facher, and will be happy w fee bus 

intentions defeated. TU abour it nftanrty—lt hail 

be dene, my dear, on purpote b oblige rou. _& we. 
4 hail. 

.. Crofs. Well, I declare | am quite delighted 
with this idea of Mr. Marcourt's, of receiming 
maſks at home. It is fo much in the tile of people 
of condition—The gentility of it pleates me alot 
as much as contradicting my buiband. 

L. It is a great happiness that maſquerades 
are coming into faſhion again. It gives 2 dy a 
fine opportunity of having ber gown way, whe 
fure, ma'am. 

Ars. Crefs. So it does, Lettice, xs Mr. Co 
ſhall experience. Charlotte has followed ay di:eu- 
tions, I hope ? 

Lett. To a tine, ma'am —You fee I am ray 
drefs'd for the purpoſe. 

Ari. Crefs. Very well. 1 hall have witacis 
of my triumph too—That will be charming. L 
every thing ready in the apartments tw ec c was 
company ? 


. 
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Lett. Every thing, ma'am. 
tween the fore and back room ? 

Lett. They have, ma'am. 

Mrs. Croſs. Have they ſtuck the ends of ſperme- 
ceti in the girandoles ? And have you ſent to the 
apothecary's for a ſufficient quantity of cream of 
tartar to make lemonade ? 

Lett. Your orders have been exactly obeyed, 
ma'am. 

Mrs. Crefs, Mighty well. You know I die, if 
I have not every thing in the higheſt Rile—If 1 
give but a plate of bread and butter, I give it like 
a perſon of condition. But I muſt go, and do the 
honours of the houſc—I fee ſome maſks going 
into the yellow room—1 have ſent cards to every 
body one knows that's at Stratſord And I expect 
a member of parliament with his wife and daugh- 
ters, the dowager lady Codille, Sir Thomas Frip- 
pery, and a Yellow admiral—Be ſure you take care, 
Lettice ! [Exit. 

Lettice alone. 

Lett. Yes; I ſhall take care of more than you 
arc aware, I promiſe you, madam—How happy 
the old gentlewoman makes herſclf, in her ſuccc ſa, 
25 ſhe fancies it! My maſter is in the very fame 

| caſe— 
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caſe—And my young lady too much for them boch. 
Surely, there muſt be forme very extraordinary plea 
fure in 2 man's plaguing his wiſe, and 2 woman's 
tormenting her duſband. My maſter und miſtre ts 
think of nothing ce. They are like flinc and feet, 
perpetually firiking fire out of cach other —Oh, 
here comes Mr. Kitchen—As true to his appount- 
ment, a5 if it was an invitation to turtle vc 1cnllon 
No for 2 hüte maſquerade fro. s ! 
[Puts an hor maſt. 


Enter Kitchen. 


Kitchen. Your fervrant, madum ! 

Lot. Your ferrant, good Sir? 

[ Pulling off tor maſh. 

Kitchen. What! s it you, Mes. Lanice? 1 
thought it bad been miſs Charlotte. 

Lett. No, Sir; my millrefs could not godlibly 
come herfcif— And % the has fene me wn her place. 

Kitchen. | am obliged te you for coming; buc | 
have been fworn at Highgate, Mrs. Line, wal 
never take the maid instrad of the miitrets. 

Lett. But | fuppoic you have no obyection to take 
the maid in order to get at the muitrets ? 

Kitchen. No, no! But what's the meaning of 
all this ? How came you here in that habic 7 
Cre. 
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Lett. I'll tell you, Sir. Mrs. Croſs, you know, 
is as much ſet againſt you, as my maſter is your 
friend—And my young lady has a ſad time with 
them both together, poor ſoul! 

Kitchen. So ſhe has, and yet ſhe manages them 
pretty well too. She mixes with them as kindly 
as an egg between oil and vinegar. 

Lett. Why, ſhe muſt ſeem to oblige my old lady; 
Papa- 

Kitchen. Yes, yes, I know that, Lettice. 

Lett. But to make ſhort of my ſtory, Sir ; her 
lotte had promiſed to meet you in this habit, in- 
fiſts on my putting it on, dreſſes her daughter in a 
pink domino, and ſends her to meet Mr. Marcourt. 

Kitchen. The devil l 

Lett. Patience, Sir z my young lady has turned 
all this to your advantage. 

Kitchen. By what means? 

Lett. She has contrived to make Mr. Marcourt 
imagine he is impoſcd upon. Her little filter, who 
is as ſharp as a n*cdle, has been ſet to tell him, 
that Miſs Charlotte ſtill intends to meet you in 
this habit. This puts him upon a falſe train— 
ſends him in purſuit of me—and in the mean 

while 
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while you are to give my maitrets the merting 2cac 
the great booth, Sir. 

Kitchen. Excellent | I'll away this very infant. 
Love. Stay, fir. As | live, youder comes Mr. Mar 
court. If be fees you have me © abruptly, be 
will hardly take me for my young miltrets Sup» 
poſe you feem to have me ander your care, and 
wait 2 few moments for 2 favourable opporrumcy 
to flip off to your appounrment. 

Kitchen. Fu do it. 

Law. He's juſt here. 1 muſt on with oy mah, 


and not open my lips, for fear of difcovery. 
[Puts an her maſt. 


Enter Marcoure. 

Marc. There they are, cgad—yuſt as the lictle girt 
told me—Y our fervant, ma'am. [Lattice curtfies. 
Your ferrant, Mr. Knchent! 

Kitchen. Your bumble fervant, Sir * 

Marc. Give me leave, Sir, w pay my refpetts 
wo that lady. 

to fay to you. 


Aﬀare. You are miflaken, Sv. I ce an 


purpoſe to meet her. 
Kitchens. That cannot be, Sio—This is an at 


quaintance of minc—and not the lady vou acnn 
Aer... 
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Aerc. But I am convinced it is, Sir. 

Kitchen. Pho! prithee, man! A lady in 2 
malk. is like a diſh under cover z you can never tell 
what it is. 

Marc. Pardon me, Sir. This may be dif- 
guiſcd in the drefling; but I like the diſh, and muſt 
taſte of it. [Taking bold of Lettice. 

Kitchen, Let the lady alone, Sir! 

Marc. This way, madam ! 

Kitchen. Zounds, Mr. Marcourt ! 

{Marcoure firuggles with Lettice—fbe ſcreams. 
Enter Creſi and Mrs. Croſs. 

Croſs. Hey-day ! What is all this ? 

Kitchen. Only Mr. Marcourt, Sir, that will fall 
on without invitation. Here's a lady complains 
of his rudeneſs. 

Croſs. Rudeneſs! in my houſe ! for ſhame, Mr. 
Marcourt — This is your man of quality, Mrs. 
Croſs. 

Marc. Only a maſquerade frolick; nothing 
elſe, Sir. 

Cre. Well then—bythelaws of all maſquerades, 
the maſk being taken off puts an end to imperti- 
nence—Pull off your maſk, and put bim to the 
bluſh, madam. 

Litalen. By no means, Sir. 


Ge. 
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Ce Why not ? She fhail puil it off, and teach 
him how to behave haumſelt. 

Ads. Crefs. No, no; the kdy muit not pull ber 
maſk od. 
Crefs. But 1 fay, he hall 

Aﬀrs. Croſs. But | fay, fhe hall noe. 

Crefs. But ſhe ſhall, Mrs. Cros. 

Afrs. Croſs. But he hall nor, Mir. Crocs. 
Aﬀarc. Ax, ay, let the kady nnmaiki, and FI be 
ſansfied. 

Ars. Crafs. What ! are you mad, Mr. Marcourr? 
. My dcar Mrs. Cros, you are not in the 
ſecret ! [ tates bald rf Line 
Lea. Ne viokeace, I befecch you, Sir? the fghe 


Adrs. C. I knew he was not here— Don't be 
uncaſy, my dear | I underftood Mr. Lachen was 
defirous of 2 rendezvous; © I put the change 
upon him, thinking Lettice 2 more proper com- 
panion for him than wy daughter. Ha, ba, bat 

Croſs. Death and the devil! Am I deceived 
then ? fooled by my wiſe wo! 


Li. n. 
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Kitchen. Have patience, Sir. Many things hap- 
pen between the cup and the lip. Sweet meat 
may have ſour ſauce, they fay. A word with you. 
_ 4, a Croſs conver ſes 


* - NNINDIOIGY 
Mr. Marcourt ? ; 

Meare. Devil fetch me, if I know, madam. I 
took Lettice for her. 

Mrs. Croſs. What! were you deceived too ? 
How could you poſſibly be ſo abſurd ? Did not I 
agree to put Lettice into the Turkiſh habit, and to 
dreſs Charlotte in the pink domino ? 

[Kitchen goes out here. 

Marc, Yes—but I was told I was impoſed 
upon—and now I begin to think I have made 
a fool of myſelf. 

Mrs. Crefs. I dreſs'd Charlotte, and left her in 
my room waiting for you—-l never knew any 
thing ſo ridiculous! However, there can be no 
great harm done—it is plain ſhe is not with Mr. 
Kitchen, you ſee. 

Croſs. [ Over bearing. ] Don't be too ſure of that, 
Mrs. Croſs! Mr. Marcourt and you are but weak 
politicians. You ſettle your own plan of operations, 
and never conſider the motions of the enemy. 

. 
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Aﬀrs. Croſs. Ii the marries Mir. Kiichen, Fi 
never ſee her face again.—To have your way 


every thing 1 cannot bear it ? 
Crefs. Rave on, my dear! We muſt give bers 
leave to talk, you know. Let them hugh wat 
win ! | 
Ars. Crefs. Provoking infolence* 3 hall dic 
with vexation. 


Crefs. Ha, ha, ba! poor woman ! 


Enter Fleece. 


Crefs. Mr. Fleece ! how do you, Sir? 1 am glad 
to fee you-——heantily glad to fee you, Mr. Fleece. 

Ari. Crefs. How do you do, Mr. Fleece ? 

Fleece. Very well, | thank you, ma'am. I with 
you joy, ma'am—l wiſh you joy of Mifs Charkbae's 
marriage, Mr. Crods. 

Creſi. My daughter's marriage '— Look youthere, 
—Z -d Nd. 
vou 


Vor. I. U 22 
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ö 

Croſs. Tol derol, lol derol, lol 

Arn. Croſs. Charlotte married! to whom? to 
Mr. Kitchen, Mr. Fleece ? | 

Cre. Mr. Kitchen! ay, to be fure—whom 
ſhould it be elſe, Mrs. Croſs ? 

Fleece. Mr. Kitchen! lackaday, no, ma'am— 
not Mr. Kitchen, Sir; I never beard of the gentle- 
man. 

Marc. Well faid, my little woolcomber !—nor 
any body elſe, I believe. 

Ars. Croſs. Not Mr. Kitchen. Mind that, Mr. 
Croſs ! | 

Creſs. Not Mr. Kitchen ? Why then, who the 
devil is ſhe married to? 

Fleece. To Colonel Frankly, Sir. 

Marc. Colonel Frankly ! there's a fly dog 
now ! 

Mrs. Croſs. Well—I don't care who it is, ſo as 
it is not Mr. Kitchen. 

Marc. I am infinitely obliged to you, 
ma'am. | 

Creſs. Sdeath, Sir ! but I'll ſet all Stratford in 
a blaze. Did not you receive a letter from us 
about this affair ? 2 


Fleece. 
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Fleece. I did, Sir, from Miſs Chackno- and 
ſubſcribed with yours and Mrs. Crof's appro 
houſe immediately, and had the banns afked be- 
tween the parties. 

CY. Well ! and the parties were my daughcer 
and Mr. Kitchen. 

AS. Creſi. No; my daughter and Mr. Marcourt. 

Fleece. Neicber ; but your daughter 3nd Coloact 
Frankly. Here arc my credentials, Siz—che ter 
in your's, Mrs. Croſs's, aad Miſs Chariocae's, hand- 
writing. { Datouer: the hetter. 

Crefs. So, fo! the licthe gipfy has deceived ws 
both then —She told me the woulkt pur in Mr. 
Kitchen's name. 

4e, Ces. And me, that the i Leceive you, 
and infert Mr. Marcourt's. 

Aﬀarc. Inſtead of which, the has put in Coloact 
Frankly's—A bubble, by Jupiter — My wager with 
Kitchen is a drawn bet then. 


Enter Kitchen. 
Ac. Ha! my brother in adverſity, whers do 
you come from ? 
Lan From church —1 wied juſt az the 
conclufon of the ceremony ; but the latter cnd of 
Uz a feaſt 
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a feaſt is better than the beginning of a fray, they 
ſay. We ſhall have a Jubilee wedding of it. 
There is the bride and bridegroom, with all Strat- 
ford, at my heels. 

Mrs. Crefs. They ſha'n't enter my doors. I won't 
ſce their faces. 

Kitchen. You had better, madam ; or this affair 
will make us all very ridiculous. 

Ars. Crefs. Don't tell me to be treated in ſuch 
a ſhameful manner! I will have nothing to ſay to 
them—and if Mr. Croſs has a grain of ſpirit, he 
will turn the undutiful wretch out of doors, and 
cut her of with a ſhilling. 

Croſs. But I ſhall do no ſuch thing, Mrs. Croſs. 
My conduct ſhall be juſt the reverſe, madam. I 
will receive them with open arms: For if any thing 
has been amiſs, it has been entirely your faule. 

Ari. Croſs. My fault ! how can that be ? 

Croſs. Very caſily. If you had been of my mind, 
and had not encouraged the girl to be diſobedient, 
ſhe would not have been undutiſul. 

Ars. Criſs. Well—and if you had been of my 
mind, would not it have been juſt the fame 
thing ? 

Croſs. I begin to think we have both been to 
blame. . 


Enter 
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Enter Chariottc and Coloncd Frand'y. 


Franthy. Permit us, Sir, to throw ourietves a 
your feet, and to hope for your's and Mrs. Cra 
forgiveneſs. My Chartoac thought d wunpolible 
to prevail on both to confent to the fame march, 
and that is her only exculc for marrying without 
the approbation of cither. 

Creſi. Your apology is a ſevere reprook, Sir. 
Ari. Crofs. 1 don't care—io the is not wife tw 
Mr. Kitchen. 

Kitchen. Faith, madam, it gives me no uncale 
neſs. I have been roaſted a line, it is wurde. 
not ſo much as my friend bere. — He gui unte the 
wheel, and turned himfeclt. 

Afarc. No matter—1 fcorn ts be outdone in 
good humour—and a this miniage has bean + 
maſquerade, if the prefent good company will wt 
journ to the Jubilee-makodbalt this cvening, 1 
will moſt cheartully aztcnd the in there. 

Aﬀrs. Cr:fs. Oh, 25 ts the maſquerade, it s + 
genteel affair, and I like it of all things. 
Croſs. Come then, Mrs Cra It was inputs. 
ble we both Gould have becu pirated; o ki ws we 
repine that Chacione has Grizicd acicher. We 
may, however, derive from this incident onc men 

wed 
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be- 
governed, where there is a diſagreement. 
ny who are placed at the head of it— 
« nodhing is o necefary as harmony among 
— — ſo intimately conneQed 
2s thoſe of Man and Wile. 
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